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" Advertiſement. 


| He Author & theſe livin Po- 
7 being dead, the Publiſh.r 
thought, t to acquai nt the World, that 
the Hh why he expoſed them now 1n 
Print, was not 'ſo much for his own ln- - 
tereſt 'C thoa Bookgeller that diſclaims 
Intereft for a pretence, will no more be 
believed now adays, than a thorough pa- 
ced Phanatick, that pretends be "mak. 'S 
a journey to New England purely for 
conſcience ſake ).. but for ſecuring the re- 
putationof Mr.Oldham ; which might 
otherwiſe bave ſuffered from wo! ſe hands, 
and out of a defire he has to print the Lift 
Remains of "his. friend ſmce he had the 


goed fortune to pibl " his firſt Pieces. 
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Advertiſement, 
 #dle emfeſſes that it-ig the greateſt 
prece of mjuſtt 

}+ orks of Authors, -efpecialiy ſuch, that 
We May ſuppoſe they '$ 

file and ent cut with mere advantages 
into the World, had they not been pre- 
vented by untimely death ; and therefore 


% 


aſſures you he had never preſumed of wow 
theſe following . Miſcellanies , had they 


not already been countenanced by men of | 


unqueſtionable repute and efteem.. 
He 1s nbt of the ſame perſwaſzon with 

ſeveral others of his own profeſſuon;. that 

never care how much they leſſen the re- 


putation of the Poet, if they can but th- 


hance the value of the Book; that rmn- 


fackthe Studies of the ay fed, andprint- 


allthat paſſed under the Author's hands, 
from Fiftcento Forty, and upwards : and 
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(as the mcomparable Mr.Cowley has 


expreft , 


ce to publiſh the poſthumous | 
d brought to the © 
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= Advertiſement. 
expreſt it ) think arude heap of il[placed 
Stones a better Monument than-a neat 
Tomb of Marble. . 

For the Deſcription of the Country 
P—- (the only part in this Book that he 
Judges liable to exception) he makes youno 
Apology at all ; For to men of candor and. 
judgment any thing that comes from 
Mr. Oldham will certainly be accepta- 
ble; toothers that are reſolved todamn at 
firſt fight he thinks a defence of this na- 
ture fignifies nomore thana Plantifſs Þer- 
ſwaſrons to a hungry Fudg after twelve. 
However he ts very confident that the refl 
of Mr. Oidham's preces will abindant- 
ly atone for one unfiniſhed draught, and 
that no man of fenſe and reaſon will qua- - 
rel at one bad half Crown, in a good, round, 


ſubſtantial lump of Money, 
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To the MEMonryY of 


Mr. OLDHAM. 


Arewel, too little and too Jately known, 
Whom I began to think and call my own 5 

For ſure our Souls were near ally'd'; and thine 
Caſt in the ſame Poetick mould with mine. 
One common Note on either Lyre did ftrike, 
And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike : 
To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 
The Jaſt ſet out the ſooneſt did arrive. 
Thus Niſ#s fell upon the ſlippery place,  ( Race, 
While his young Friend perform'd and won the 
O early ripe ! tothy-abundant ſtore 
What could advancing Age have added more ? 


It might (what Nature never gives.the young). 


Have taught the numbers of thy native Tongue. 
But Satyr needs not thoſe, and Wit will ſkine 
Through the harſh cadence of a rugged line, 
A noble Error, and but ſeldom made, 
When Poets are by too much force betray'd, 
Thy generous fruits, though gather'd ere their 
prime 
Still ſhew'd a quickneſs; and maturing time 
But mellows what we write tothe dull ſweetsof\' 
Rime. 
Once more, hail and farewel ; farewel thou young, 
Bur ah to© tſhoit, Marcellus of our Tongues 
Tl y Br: w+ with Ivi, and with Laurels bound: 
Bu Fa'c and gloomy Night, encompaſs: thee. a- 
r Ouid, \ 
JoHN DRYDEN. 
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Anthor! Epitaphum. 
Y Oc, 6 Viator, marmore tondite 
Charerecumbunt Exuvie brevent 
Viventis ( ob | ſors dura ) vitam, 
Pracoce celum animi petentir. 
Nec prapedita eſt Mens ecleris din, 
Quin Puftulirum mille tumoribus 
Efflornit, portiſque mille 
Prepes iter pateferit altune. 
Muſarum Alunmus jam fait, artibus 
Injtrudus almis, quas, ſtudio pio, 
Atq, aure quam fidd repoſtas, 
 _ Oxon}jeoluit Parentis. 
Hic quadriennis premia Fils 
Digans recepit, Vellera candida, 
Collati Honoris (igna, necnon © 
 Innocti ſimulacra cordis. 
Sed mane montis ſumma cacumina 
Aſcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 
Inſedit, atq; errore multo 
Ipfure Helicona ſcatere vidit. 
Nunc pura veri Flumina perſpicit, 
Nunc mire Mundi ſemina concipit, 
Palchraſq,, primevi figuras, 
Ir ſpeculo ſpecies creante. 
At Tu, Viator, Numina poſcito, 
Ut diſſolutis reliquijs, vaga ps 
Dum mens remigret, detur ——ah ! 
Terra levis, placidnſq; ſomins. 
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On the Deathof Mr. John Oldham, 
A Pindarique Paſtoral Ode. 


Stanza I, 


[Jody tis thy peculiar Fate, 
Ah, miſerable Afiragos |! 
Thou art condemn'd alone 

To bear the Burthen of a wretched Life, 
Still in this howling Wilderneſs to roam, 
While all thy Boſom-friends uokindly go, 
And leave thee to lament them here below, 
| Thy dear Alexis wouldnot ſtay, 
Joy of thy Life, and Pleaſure of thine Eyes, 

Dear Alexis went away 

With an invincible Surprize 3 

Th' Angel-like Youth early diſlik'd this State; 
And cheartully ſubmitted to his Fate. 
Never did Soul of a Celeſtial Birth 

Inform a purer piece of Earth. 

O that 'twere not in vain 

To wiſh what's:paſt might be retriev'd again! 

Thy Dotage, thy Alexis, then 

Had anſwer'd all thy Vows and Pray'rs, 
And Crown'd with pregnant Joys thy filver Hairs, 
Lov d to thisday among the living Sonsof Men. 


And thou, my Friend, haſt left nie too, 
M-:nalcas! poor Minalcas| even thou, 
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Of whom ſo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immortal Book, 
Whoſe diſregarded Worth Ages tocome 
Shall wail with Indignation o'er thy Tomb. 
Worthy wert thou to live, as long as Vice 
Should need a Satyr, that the frantick Age 
Might trembleat the Laſh of thy poetick Rage. 
Th' untutor'd Worldin after Times 
May live uncenſur'd for their Crimes, 
Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 
Turn to old Chaos once again. 
Of all th' inſtructive Bards, whoſe more than Theban 
Lyre. 
Could ſavage Souls with manly Thoughts infpire, 
Menalcas worthy was to live. 
Say, you his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, 
Tell me, you mournful Swains, 
Has my ador'd Menalcas left behind; 
| In all theſe penfive Plains 
A gentler Shepherd with a braver mind: 
Which of you all did more Majeſtick Show, 
Or wore the Garland on a ſweeter Brow ? 
III. 
But wayward Aſftragor: reſolves no more 
The Loſs of his Menalcas to deplore: 
The place to which he wiſely is withdrawn 
Is altogether bleft; 
There no Clouds o'erwhelm his Breaſt, 
No Midnight Cares can break his Reſt ; 
For all iseverlaſting cheerful Dawn. 
The Poet's Bliſs there ſhall he long poſſeſs, 
Perfect Eafe and ſoft Receſs; 


The 


ban 


The treacherous World no more ſhall him deceive, 

Of Hope and Fortune he has taken Leave: 

And now in mighty Triumphdoes he reign, | 
(His Head adorn'd with Beamsof Light) 
Ocr the unthinking Rabble's Spite, 
And the dull wealthy Fool's diſdain. 

Thrice happy he that dies the Muſes Friend, 

He needs no Obeliſque, no Pyramid 

| His ſacred Duſt to hide; 
He needs not for his Memory to provides 
For he might well foreſee his Praiſe can never end, 


Thomas Flatman. 
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In memory of the Author. 

Ake this ſhort-ſummon'd looſe unfiniſht Verſe 
Cold as thy Tomb, and ſuddainas thy Hearſ 

From my fick Thoughts thou carniſt no better crave, 

Who ſcarce drag Life, and envy thee thy Grave. 

Me Phebus always faintly did lofoivn, 

And gave my narrow Breaſt more ſcanty Fire... 

My Hybla-Muſe through humble Meads ſoughtSpoil, 

Collecting little Sweets with mighty Toil; 

Yet when ſome Friend's juſt Famedid Theme afford, 

Her Voice amongſt the tow'ring Swans was heard. 


In vain for ſuch Attendance now I call, 


My Ink o'erflows with Spleen, my Blood with Gall; 
A 3 Yet. 


Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſteem of thee © 
Was equal to thy Worth and Love for me. 
Death is thy Gain-— that Thought affe&s me moſt, 
[ care not what th' ill-natur'd World has loſt. 
For Wr with thee expir'd, how ſhall I grieve? 
Who grudgeth' ingrateful Age what thoudidl(t leave, 
The Tribute of their Verſe let others ſend, 
And mourn the Poet gone, I mourn the Friend. 
Enjoy thy Fate thy Predeceflors come, 
Cowley and' Batter to: condu@ thee home. 
Who would not ( Butter cries) like meengage 
New Worlds of Wit to ſerve a grateful Age ? 
For fich Rewards what Tasks will Authors ſhun ? 
I pray, Sir, is my Monnment begun ? 
Enjoy thy Fate,thy Voice in Anthems raiſe 
So welt tun'd here on Earth to our Apolic's Praiſe: 
Let me retire, while ſome ſublimer Pen 
Performs 'for thee what thou haſt done for Homer 
and for Ber. _ 
3 3: | NT. 
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On the enſuing Puemis of Mr, John Oldham, 
and' the Death of his good Friend the ingenious 
Aithor, © 


Bſcure and cloudy did the day appear, 
As Heaven defign'd to blot it from the year; 
The Elements all ſeem'd to diſapree, 
Actlealt, I'm ſure, they were at ftrife in me : 


Poſleſt 


Poſſeſt with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, 
When Rumor told me that my Friend was dead, 
t, That Oldham honour'd for his early Worth, 
Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom from the Earth, 
Where late he'grew,delighting every Eye 
ve, | In his rare Garden of Philoſophy. 
The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe, 
And all my Griefs were doubled at the News: 
For we with mutual Arms of Friendſhip ſtrove, 
Friendſhip the true and ſolid part of Love 
And he ſo many Graces had in ſtore, 
That Fame or Beauty could not bind me more. 
> His Wit in his immortal Verſe appears, 
Many his Vertues were, tho' few his Years; 
Which were ſo ſpent as if by Heaven contriv'd, 
:- To laſh the Vices of the longer liv'd. 
None. was more skilful, none more learn'd than he, 
mer | A Poet in its facred Quality: 
Inſpir'd above, and could command each Paſhion, 
'T. | Hadall the Wit without the AfﬀeCtation. 
A Calm of Nature ſtill poſleſt his Soul, 
No canker'd Envy did his Breaft controul - 
Modeſt as Virgins that have never known 
m The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town 5 

'| Andeafie as his Numbers that ſublime 
His lofty Strains,.and beautifie his Rhime, 
Till the Time's-Ignomy inſpir'd his Pen, 
And rowz'd the drowlſie Satyr from his Den; 
Then fluttering Fops were his Averfion ſtill, 
r5 And felt the Power of his Satyrick Quill. 
The Spark whoſe Noiſe proclaims his empty Pate, 
That ſtruts along the Ma/ with antick Gate 
leſt " f And 


And all the Phyllis and the Chloris Fools 

Were damn'd by his inveCctive Muſe in Shoals. 
Whoon the Age look'd with impartial Eyes, 

And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice. 

To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, 

And as he well could judge, could well commend. 
The mighty Homer he with Care perus'd, 

And that great Gezizz to the World infus'd ; 
Immortal Virgil, and Lucretins too, 

And all the Seeds o'th' Soul his Reaſon knew- 
Like Quid, could the Ladies Hearts aflai), 

With Horace ſing, and laſh with Jxveral. | 
LUnskill'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
But Pride to know he underſtood it well. 

Adieu thou modeſt Type of perfe& Man; 

Ah, had not thy Perfe&ions that began 

In Life's bright Morning been eclips'd fo ſoon, 
We all had bask'd and wanton'd in thy Noon 3 
But Fate grew envious of thy growing Fame, - 
And knowing Heav'n from whence thy Gerizs came, 
Aſſhign'd thee by immutable Decree | 
A glorious Crown of Immortality, 

Snatch'tthee from all thy mourning Friends below, 
Juſt as the Bays were planting on thy Brow. 
Thus worldly Merit has the Worlds Regard; 

But Poets in the next have their Reward; 

And Heaven in O/dham's Fortune ſeem'd to ſhow, 
No Recompence was good enough below : 

So to prevent the Worlds ingrateful Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, and bid him die betimes. 


To Durfey. 
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| On the Death of Mr. John Oldham. 


Eark! is it only my prophetick Fear, 
Or ſome Death's ſad Alarum that I hear? 


| By all my Doubts 'tis O/dbanr's fatal Knell ; 


It rings aloud, eternally farewel : 

Farewell thou mighty Gerizs of our Ile, 

Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nation ſmile, 
In whom both Wit and Knowledge did conſpire, 5} 
And Nature gaz'd as if ſhe did admire - C 
How ſuch few years ſuch Learning could acquire: 
Nay ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 
So ſharp a Pen,and foſerene a Mind, 

Oh then lament; let each diſtracted Breaſt 

With univerſal Sorrow be poſleſt. 

Mourn, mourn, ye Muſes, and your Songs give Ger; 
For now your lov'd Adozis is no more. 

He whom ye tutor'd from his Infant-years, 

Cold, pale and ghaſtly as the Grave appears: 

He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murmuring Stream, 
Your daily pleaſure, and your mighty Theme 

Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead, 
The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled; 

Fled &'er his Worth or Merit was half known; 

No foorer ſeen, but in a Moment gone - 

Like to ſome tender Plant, which rear'd with Care, 


i 


| At length becomes moſt fragrant, and moſt fair 3 


A 4 Long 
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Eſteem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm or Rain; 
'Then comes a Blaſt, and all the Work is vain. 
. Bur Oh! my Friend, muſt we no more rehearſe 
Thy equal Numbers inthy pleaſing Verſe? 
In Love how ſoft, in Satyr how ſevere ? 
In Paſſion moving, and in Rage auſtere! 
Virgil in Judgment, Ovid in Delight, 
An eafie Thought with a Meonian Flight; 
Horace in Sweetnelſs, Juvenal in Rage, 
And even Biblis muſt each Heart engage ! 
uſt 1n his Praiſes, and what molt defite, - 
Wou'd flatter none for Greatneſs, Love or Hire 
Humble, though courted, and what's rare to ſee, 
Ot wondrous Worth, yet wondrous Modeſty. 
So far from Oſtentation he-did ſeem, 
That he was meaneſt in his own Eſteem. 
Alas, young man, why wert thou made to be 
At once our Glory and our Milery ? 
Our Miſcry in lofing thee 1s more 
Than could thy Life our Glory be before ; 
For ſhou'd a Soul celeſtial Joys poflcſs, 
And ſtraight be bani{h'd from that Happineſs, 
Oh, where would be its Pleaſure? where its Gain ? 
TheBliſs onee taſted but augments the Pain: 
So having once fo great a Piize in thee, 
How much the heavier muſt our Sorrows be ? 
For if ſuch Flizhts were in thy younger Days, 
Whatifthou'dit 1iv'd;, Owharthad been thy Praiſe : 
Erernal Wreaths af never-dying Bays: 
But thoſe are due alreadyto thy Name, 
Which ſtands enroll'd in the Records of Fame 3 746: 
v | " 


Long does it thrive, and long its Pride maintain, 2 
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With laſting Praifes we'll ſupply thy: Urn, 
Which like Sepulchral Lamps fhall ever burn. 

| But hold methinks, great Shade, I ſee thee rove 
Through the ſmooth Path of Plenty;Peace andLoves 
Where Ber. ſalutes thee firſt, o'erjoy'd to ſee 
The Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : 
Great Spencer next, with all the' learned Train, 2 


And though thy great Remains to Aſhes turn, 2 


Do greet thee 1n a Panegyrick Strain : 
Adonis 1s the Joy of all the Plain. 


Tho. Andrews. 


— *i 


DAMON, an ECLOGUE 
On the untimely Death of Mr. Old- 


ham. 


Corydon. * Alexis, 


Eneath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds (ate, 
B And talk'd of Damorn's Muſe and Damorn's Fate'3 
Their mutual Lamentations gave them Eaſe; 
For ſometimes Melancholy it ſelf does pleaſe: 
Like Ph:lomel abandon'd to diſtreſs, 
Yet ev'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs.? 

Cor. I'll fing no more fince. Verſes want a Charm, 
The Mules could not their own Damon arm : A 
t 


At leaſt T']Il touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more, 
Unleſs, like Orphews, I could Shades reſtore. 
A. Rather, like Orphens, celebrate your Friend, 
And with your Muſick Hell it ſelf faſpend : 
Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 
And ſing of Damor's Muſe, and Damor's Fate. | 
C. When Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace, 
Lord, how the very London-brutes did gaze! 
Sharp was his Satyr, nor allay'd with Gall; 
*T'was Rage, 'twas generous Indignation all. 
A. Oh had he liv'd. and to Perfe&ion grown, 
Not like Marce/us, only tobe ſhown ;; 
He would have charm'd their Sence a nobler way, 
Tavght Virgins how to ſigh, and Prieſts to pray. 
C. Let Prieſts and Virgins then to him addreſs, 
And in their Songs theit Gratitude expreſs, 
While we that know the Wotth of eafie Verle, 
Secure the Laurel to adorn his Herſe. 
A. Codrus,you know,that ſacred Badgedoes wear, 
And 'twere injurious notto leave it there; 
But fince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 
Do you with Baccar, guard and grace his Tomb. 
C. While you(dear Swain)with unafte&ted Rhime, 
Majeſtick, ſad, and ſuited to the Time, 
His Name to future Apes conſecrate, 
By praiſing of his Muſe,and mourning of his Fate. 
- A. Alas, I never mult pretend to this, 
My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune but what is bis - 
Let future Ages then for Damor's ſake, 
From his own Worksa juſt [4ea take. 


Yet 


ce, 


ear, 


me, 


Yet 


Yet then, but like Alcides he'll be ſhown, 
And from his meaneſt part his Size beknown. 
C. *'Twill be your Duty then to fet it down. 
" A. Once and but once(fo Heav'n and F ateordain) 
I met the gentle Youth upon the Plain, 


Kindly, cries he, if you Alexis be, 


And though I know you not you muſt Pt he, 
Too long already we have Strangers been 
This Day, at leaſt, our Friendſhip muſt begin. 
Let Buſineſs, that perverſe Intruder, wait, 

To be above it is poetical and great. 

Then with A/jria» Nard our Heads did ſhine, 
While rich S4bear: Spice exalts the Wine ; 
Which to a juſt Degree our Spirits fir'd; 

But he was by a greater God infpir'd : 

Wit was the Theme, which he did well deſcribe, 
With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe. 

But as with ominous Doubts, and aking Heart, 
When Lovers after firſt Enjoyment part, 

Not half content; for this was but a Taſte, 
And wond'ring how the Minutes flew ſo faſt, 
They vaw a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt. 

So we but Oh how much am I accurs'd ! 
To think that this laſt Office is my firſt, 


Occafroned 


" TOWN 
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ingenous Author. 


Urs'd be the day when farft this goodly Ile 
Vile Books, and uſeleſs thinking did defile. 


In Greek and Latir-Baggs our Time we waſte, 
When all is Pain and Wearineſs at beſt: 


Mountains of Whims and Doubts we travel o'er, 


While treacherous Fancy dances on before: 
Pleas'd with our Danger ftill-we {tumble on, 
. Tolate repent, and are too ſoon undone. 
Let Bodley now mm its -own Ruines/lie, 
By th' common Hangman butnt for Hereſce. 
Avoid the naſty learned Duſt, "twill breed 
More Plagues than ever Jakes.or-Dunghils did. 
The want of Dulneſs will the: World undo, 
"Tis Learning makes us madiand Rebels too. 
Learning, a Jil which while we do enjoy; 
Slily our Reſt and Quiet ſteals away; 
That greedily the :Blood of Youth receives, 
And nought but Blindneſs and a Dotage gives. 
Worſe than the Pox, or ſcolding Woman fly 
'The awkward Madneſs of Philoſophy. 
Frat Bedlar: eſs, Religion never more 
*Phantaſtick, pie-ball'd, antick Drefles wore : 
Opinion, P71:i2, Moroſencts gives a Fame 
'Tis Folly, chriſten'd with a modiſh Name. 


Lt 


Occafoned by the preſent Edition of the 
enſuing Poems, and the Death of the 


Lt 


Let dull Divinity no more delight; 

It ſpoils the Man, and makes an Hypocrite. 

The chief Profeſſors to Preferment fly, 

By Cringe and Scrape, the baſeſt Simony. 

The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel teach, 

And inſpir'd Ign'rance ſounder Dodrines preach. 

A way to Heav'n mere Nature well does (hew, 

Which reaſoning and Diſputes can never know. 

Yet ſtill proud Tyrant Sexce in Pomp appears, 

And claims a Tribute of full threeſcore Years.. - 

Sew'd in a Sack, with Darkneſs circl'd round, - 

Each man muſt be with Sakes and Mozkeys drown'd. 

Laborious Folly, and compendious Art, 

To waſte that Life whoſe longeſt Date's tao ſhort. 

Laborious Folly, to wind up with Pain 

What Death unravels ſoon, and renders vain. 

We blindly hurry on in myſtick ways, 

Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid, Praiſe, 

There's nought deſerves one precious drop oflweat,}: 

But Poetry, the nobleſt Gift of Fate, > 

Which after Death doesa more laſting Life beget. + 

Nor that which fuddaio, frantick Heats produce,, 

Where Wine and Pride, not Heav'n ſhall raiſe the 
Muſe. | | 

Not that ſma!l Stock which does Tranilators make; 

That Trade poor Bankrupt-Poetafters take : 

But ſuch, when God his. F;at did expreſs, 


| And powerful Numbers wrought an Univerle. 


With ſuch great David tun'd his charming Lyre, 
That even Saul and Madneſs could admire. 
Wirth ſuch Great Oldham bravely did excell, - 
That David's Lamentation ſung ſo well. 
Oldham | 


Oldham! the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Our Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Sometimes in boundleſs keeneſt Satyr bold, 
Sometimes a- ſoft as thoſe Love-tales he told. 

That Vice could praiſe, and Vertue too diſgraces 
The firſt Exceſs of Wit that cer did pleaſe. 

Scarce Cowley ſuch Pindarique ſoaring knew, 

Yet by his Reader ſtill was kept in view. 

His Fancy, like Fove's Eagle liv'd above, 

And bearing Thunder ſtill would upward move. 
Oh Noble Kingſton | had thy lovely Gueſt 

With a large ſtock of Youth and Life been Bleſt ; 
Not all thy Greatneſs, and thy Vertues ſtore | 
Had ſurer Comforts been, or pleaſed thee more. 

But Oh ! the date is ſhort of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never tarry long on Earth. 

His ſou], the bright, the pure Etherial! Flame 

To thoſe lov'd Regions few, from whence it came, 
And ſpight of what Mankind had long believ'd, 
My Creed ſays only Poets can be fav'd. 

That God has only for a number ſtaid, 

To'ſtop the breach, which Rebel Angels made. 
For none their abſence can ſo well ſupply 3 

They are all ore Seraphick Harmony. 

Then, and not that till then the World ſhall burn 


Andits baſe Droſs, Mankind their fortune nr, f | 


While all to their old nothing quick return. 
The peeviſh Gritick then ſhall be aſham'd, 
And for his Sins of Vanity be damn'd. 


Oxon, May the 26th. 1684. T. Woed. 
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Ardon me, Vertue, whatſoc'er thou art, | 
(Forſurethou of the God-head art gpare, 
And all that.is of him mult be..: 
\ The very Deity.) 
Pardon, if I in ought did thee blaſpheme,. 
Or injure thy pure Sacred Name: 
Accept,upfeign'd Repentance, Prayers and Vows, 
; The beſt Atonement of my penitent humble Muſe, 
The beſt that Heav'n requires, or Mankind can pro- | 
| FE:F...14 _ 1 (duce. 
B | All 


=_— | Cc erpart to 
All my Attempts hereafter ſball at _ "ZWIM be, 
Ready toconſecratemy Ink and very Blood to thee. 


Fdrgiyeme; yebleſhSoulsthat dwell above, 


Where you by itsreward the worth of Vertue prove. 


Forgive(if you can do't:) who know no Paſſion now 
(but Love. 


. \Andyou unhappy;beppy few, - 
| Who ſtrive with Life, and Humane Miſeries oe. 
Forgive me too, 
If Iin ought difj dill them,orelſediſcourag'd you. 


JE 
: Bleſt Vertue! whoſe Almighty Power” 


Does to our fallen Race'reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt; and more, 
Lifts us to Heaven, and makes us be: | 
The Heirs and Image-of the Deity; 
Soft gentle Yoak! which none but reſty Fools refuſe, 
Which before Freedom I would ever chuſe. 
Eaſie are all the Bonds that are impog'd by thee ; 
'Eaſie as thoſe of Lovers are, 
P (If 
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The Satyr agdinſt Verme. 37 
CIFI with ought leſs pure may thee compare) 
Nor do they force, but only guide our Liberty - 
By ſuch foft Ties are Spirits above confin'd; 


So gentle is the Chak which —_— to Good does 
| | (bind. 


Sar Card, LAI 9g this frail: and tott'ring Bark we 
y* (lteer 


Thra' Life's tempeſtuous Ocean here; 
Thro' all the toſſing: Waves of F ear, 
And dangerous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safe in thy Coridu@t uriconcern'd we move, . 
Secure from all the threatning Storms thatblow, 
From all Attacks of Chance below,” 
And reach the certain Haven of Felicity above. 


ILL, 


' Beſt Miſtreſs of our Souls! whoſe Charms and Beau- 


(ries laſt, 
' And 3 are by very Age encreaſt, | 
"By which all other Glories are defac d. * 


, Thou rt thy own Dowry, and a greater far 
B 2 Than 


ounterpart to 
Than All the Race of Woman- kind « cer brought, 
Tho'eachof them like the firſt Wife were fraught, 
And half the Univerſe did for her Portion ſhare. 
That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſeleſs we 
Thro' Ignorance fo vainly Deifie, 


Are all but glorious Brutes when un-endow'd with 
(thee. 


'Tis Vice alone, the truer Jilt, and worſe, 
In whoſe Enjoyment tho' we find «+ 
A flitting Pleaſure, yet it leaves behind 
- A Painand Torture in the Mind, 


- And claps the wounded Conſcience with incurable 
Remorle, 


Or elſe betrays us to | the great Trepans of Humane 
Kind. 
I'V. 


'Tis Vice,the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery, 
Whereby depoſing Reaſon from its gentle Sway, 
(That rightful Sovercign which we ſhould obey) 
We undergo a various Tyranny, | 
And 
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And 


The 'Satyr againſt Vere, 5- 
And to un-number'd ſervile Paſſions Homage pay. 
Theſe with Egyptian Rigor us enſlave, 
And govern with unlimited Command 

They make us endleſs Toll purſue, 

And ſtill their doubled Tasks renew, 
Topuſhonour too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 
Or whichis worſe, to keep us from the Promis'd Land. 

| Nor may wethinkour Freedomto retrieve, 

We ſtruggle with our heavy Yoak in vain : 

In vain we (ſtrive to break that Chain, 
Unleſs a Miracle relieve; 

Unleſs th' Almighty Wand enlargement give, 

We never mult expe& Delivery, 

Till Death, the univerſal Writ of Eaſe, does ſet us free. 
V. 
Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſſallage confines, 

Like Romar Slaves condemn'd to th' Mines ; 

Theſe arein its harſh Bridewel laſh'd and puniſhed, 
And with hard Labour ſcarce can earn their Bread 
Others Ambition, that Imperious Dame, 

B 3 Expoſes 


6 Counterpart to 
Expoſes cruelly, like Gladiators, How 
Upon the World' s;Great Theatre. 
Thro' Dangers and thro* Blood they wade to Fame, 
To purchaſe grinning Honor and an empty Name. 
And ſomeby Tyrant-Luſt are Captive led, 
And with falſe Hopes of Pleaſure fed 
'Till tir'd with Slavery to their own Deſires, 


Life's o'er-charg'd Lamp goes out, and in a Snuff ex- 
(pres, 
VI 
Confider we the little Artsof Vice, 
The Stratagems and Artifice | 
Whereby ſhe does attract her Votarics: 
All thoſe Allurements and thoſe Charms 
Which pimp Tranfgreſlors to her Arms, 
Are but foul Paint, and counterteit Diſguile, 
To palliate her own conceal'd Deformities, 
Andfor falſe empty Joys betray us to trueſolid Harms. 
In vain ſhe would her Dowry boaſt, 


Which clog'd with Legacies wenever gain, 


But 


me, 
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But with unvaluable Coſt 
Which got we neyer can retain.z 
But muſt the greateſt part be loſt, 
To the great Bubbles, Age or Chance, again. 


'Tis vaſtly over-balanc'd by the Joynture which we 
make, 


In whichour Lives, our Souls, our All is ſet atStake; 
Like filly [rdians, fooliſh we 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Traffick hold, 
Whilſt led oy an il!-judging Eye, 
W' admire a trifling Pageantry, 
And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads, or an Excharge's Frip- 
pery. | 
If we a while maintain th' expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
_ Sucha vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, 


We'reforc'datlaſtlike wretched Bankruptstogive 
out, 


Clapt up by Death, and in Eternal Durance ſhut. 
B4 VII. What 


8s <  Colnterpart to 
VII, 
What art thou, Fame,for which ſo eagerly we ſtrive ? 
What art thou but an empty Shade 
By the Refleftion of our Actions made ? 
Thou, unlike others, never follow'lt us alive 'H 
But, likea Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after we are dead. | 
* Poſthumous Toy ! vain after-Legacy! 
Which only ours can be, 
When we our ſelves no more are we! 
Fickle as vain! who doſt on vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear Experience find 


More changeable, more veering than th' unconſtant 
Wind. 


What att thou,Go1d. that chear'ſt the Miſer's Eyes? 
, Which he does ſo devoutly idolizes 

F or whomhe all his Reſt and Eaſe does facritice. 
'Tis Uſe alone can all thy Value give, 

And he from that no Benefit can Cer receive. 

Curſt Mineral! near Neighb'ring Heli begot, 


Which all th* InfeCtion of thy damned Neighbour- 
 hoad haſt brought. 
Thou 


Fr 
Tl 


Af 


'Ti 


e? 


1nt 


| hy 


OU 


T he: Satyr- againſt Vertue. .'g 
Thou Bawd to Murthers,Rapes and Treachery, 
Andevery greater Name of Villany 
From theethey all derive their Stock and Pedigree. 


Thou-the lewd World with all its crying Crimes 
dolt ſtore, 


And hardly wilt allow the Devil the cauſe of more. 
And what is Pleaſure which does moſt beguile? 
That Syren which betrays uswith aflattering Smile. 

We liſten to the treacherous Harmony, 
Which ſings but our owh Obſequy. 
The Danger unperceiv'd cill Death draw nigh; 


_ Till drowning we want Pow'rto'ſcape the fatal Ene- 


my. 
VIII. 


How frantick is the wanton Epicure! 
Who a perpetual Surfeit will endure? 
' Who places all his chiefeſt Happineſs 
In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, 
Which wiſe Sobriety eſteems but a Diſeaſe? 
O mighty envied Happineſs to eat! 
Which 


- 


Go. 11 hvierpart to 
- Whichfond miſtaken Sots call Great! 
Poor Frailty of:our Fleſh! which we each day 


Mauſt thus repair-for fear of ruinous Decay ! 


(fai 


Degrading of our Nature, where vile Brutes $ 


To make and keep up Man! 
© Which, when the Paradiſe above we gain, 
- Heav'n thinks too great an ImperfeCtion to retain! 
By each Diſcafe the ſickly Joy's deſtroy'd ; | 
At every Meal it's nauſeous and cloy'd, 
Empty at beſt, as when in Dreamenjoy'd ; 
When, cheated by aſlumbering Impoſture, we 
Fancy a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by ; 
And think we taſte, and think we ſee, 
Andrioton 11:::inary Luxury. 
I X. 
Grant me, OVertue, thy more ſolid laſting Joy 
Grant me the better Pleaſures of the Mind, 
Pleafures, which only in purſuit of thee we find, 


Which Fortune cannot marr, nor Chancedeſtroy. 
Ong 


Ong 
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One Moment in thy bleſt Enjoyment is. ; 


. Worth an Eternity of that tumultuous BliGs,. 


Which we derive from Senſe, 
Which often cloys, and muſt reſign to Impotence. 


Grantme but this, how will I triumph in my happy 
(State? 


Above the Changes and Reverſe of Fate ; 
Above her Favors and her Hate. 
111 ſcorn the worthleſs Treaſures of Pers, 
And thoſe of t' other Indies too. | 
Il pity Ceſar's Self with all his Trophies and his Fame, 
Andthevile brutiſh Herd of Epicures contemn, 


And all the Under-ſhrievalties of Life not worth a 
Name. 


> Nor will I only owe my Bliſs, 


Like others, to a Multitude, 


' Where Company keeps up a forced Happineſs ; 


Should all Mankind ſurccaſe to live, 
- And none but individual I ſurvive, 


AloneI would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
| Thus 


22 


« Comnterpart to 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear, 
Calm as the Minutes of the Evening are, 
And gentle as the motionsoftheupper Air 3 
Soft as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, 


When flowing in the Numbers of Pi-darique Liberty. 


And when I ſee pale gaſtly Death appear, 


That grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, 
Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the bleſt and wretched 


(here ; 


gli file at all it Horrors, court-my welcome De- 


(ſtiny, 


And yield my willing Soul upin an eafie Sigh ; 
And Epicures that ſee ſhall envy and confeſs, 


That], and thoſe who dare like me be good, the chief- 
eſt Good polleſs. 
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The Enchantment. 


Poet, Damon, Alphews, Speakers. 


Amon and Alphews, the two Shepherds Strains 
I meanto tell,and howthey charm'd the Plains. 
[1] tell their charming Numbers which the Herd, ' 
Unmindful of their Graſs, in Throngs admir'd.C. 
At which fierce Savages aſtoniſh'd ſtood, | -* | |, 


| And every River ſtopt its liſt'ning Flood. 


| For you, Great Sir, whether with Cannons Roar 
You ſpread your Terror to the: Holland Shore,* 

Or with a gentle : and a ſteady. Hand 

In Peace and Plenty rule your Native Land. 
Shall ever that auſpicious Day, appear, | 
When I your glorious Actions ſhall declare? :. 


14 Virg, Eel. VIIL 
It ſhall, and I throughout the World rehearſe m (0) 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spencer's Verſe. T! 
With yd&ul my Maſe began, with you ſhall end: | 
Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command; 

And deign this: Ivy;Wreath.a place may find M, 


Amongſt the Laurels which your Temples bind. 
"Twas at the time that: Night's cool ſhades with- 
| | (drew, Th 
- And:left the Graſs:all hung with Pearly Dew, 
WhehiDamon, leaning on his Oaken Wand, | 
Thus toi his Pipe in gentle Lays complain'd. k 
D.. Ariſe, thow Morning, and drive on the Day, The 
While wretched I with fruitleſs words tnveigh 
Againſt falſe Nija, while the Gods I call - 
With my laſt Breath, tho' hopeleſs 'to arail, 
Tho' they regardnot my Complaints at all. 


Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What T heard ſing onthe Mznalian' Plains. 
Menalus ever has its warbling Groves, 
' And talking Pines, it ever hears the Loves 


Virg. Eel. 'V-MHI.\ is 
Of Shepherds, and the Notes of Mighty Pay, ''' ; 
The firſt that would riotlet the Reeds untun'dremain; 
Strike np my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What [ heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, © 
Mopſus weds Niſz, Gods! what Lover er { | 
Need after this have reaſon to deſpair ?: 


\ 


ith- [Griffins ſhall now leap Mares, and'the next Ape” ' | 
I: IThe Deer and Hounds in Friendſhip ſhall 'engage. ' 
Go, Mopſar, get the Torches ready ſoon g* it 
Thou, happy Maj, thuſt have the Brilleanor: i 
Go, Bridegroom;quickly; the Niit-ſeriinble take; 
The Evening-ſtar quits Octe for thy Bike: *'! 111 © 111? 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tumeful Strains \\ 
What Theard ſung onthe Menalian Blains, 1 // 
ow fitly art thou -mitch'd who waſt/ſo nice?:* 
hou haughty Nymph who did'{t all eſe deſpiſe ? 
ho ſlight'ſt ſo ſcornfully my Pipe;my Herd, i. |] 
Jr ough-grown Eye-brows,and utſhaven Baat#! 
nd think'ſt noGod does mortal things regard!/'' 
| Strike up my Pipe, play me in tunefal Straing' 1561 
What Ibrerd ſung on the Mznalian Plains, TY 


ay, 


w Pig. Fa. VIIL 


I aw thee young, and in thy-Beauty's Bloom, 

To gather Apples with thy Mother,come, 

*T was in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 

To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide... 

Then I juſt entring my twelfth Year was found, 

I then could reach the tender Boughs from Ground. 

Heav:ns! when I faw, how ſoon was I undone! 

How to my Heart did the quick Poyſon run! 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains: © 
What 1 heard ſung on the Mzxnalian Plains. + + 

Now I'm convinc'd what Loveis ;the cold North 

Sure in its craggy-Mountains brought him forth, 

Or Africk's wildeſt Deſarts gave him Birth, . 

Amongſt the Cannibals and Savage Race z:' 

He never of our Kind, or Countrey. was. - 
Strike up my, Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 

- What 1 heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 

Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue 

In Chiſdrens Blood; a cruel Mother, thou ; 


The cruel Mother,or the Boy accurſt, 


Hard 'tis to ſay of both which is the worlt, oh | 
b| "rt 5 


nd. 
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Fig. Eck VL 
This Damox's Songz: relate ye Muſes now 
Alphexs Reply - All cannot all things do. 
4. Bring Holy. Water, ſprinkleall around, - 
And ſee. theſe Altars with ſoft F illets bound; 
Male-Frankincen, and juicy Vervain burn . 
ll ery it by. Magick. Force can turn 
My ſtubborgLove:, I L1].try if I can fire (here, 
His frozen; Beealt: Nothing, but. Charms are : wanting 


ES 


Bring home lev'd Da aphnis 7: to. my longing fe 
Charmsin her wonted. Cqurle, can (top the Moon, 
And from-ber well- fix'd- Orb can call her down, 

"By Charms the mighty Circe:(we are told) . 

| Uhges fam'd. Companions: chang'd of old. 

| Snakes by, the Vertue of Enchantment forc'd, 

Oft in the Meads. with their own Poyſon burſt. 
Bring Daphnigfrom the Town, ye Magick Charms, | 

. Bring. home lIav'd Daphnis #0 #y longing Arms. 

Firſt,theſe three ſeveral Threads I compaſs round 


Thy Image, thus in Magick F etters bound : 
: Th 4 
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Then round theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear : 
Odd Numbers to the Gods delightful are. 
Bring Daphnis fromthe Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov d Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


' Go tie me in three knots three Ribands now, 


And let the Ribandsbe of diffrent Hue : 

Go, Amaryllis, tie them ſtrait, and cry, 

At the ſame time, © They're true-love-knots, I tie. 
Bring Daphnis fromthe Town, Je Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov 'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


' Look how this Clay grows harder, and look how 


With the ſame Fire this Wax doth ſofter grow : T8 
So Daphnis, let him with my Lovedo ſo. | 
Strow Meal and Salt (" for fo theſe Rites require) | 
And ſet the crackling I Laurel Boughs on fire - 
This naughty Daphnis ſers my Breſt on flame, 
And I this Laurel burn in Daphni's Name. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
"Bring home lou'd Daphnis to my longing Atms. 


C 2 Ag 


20 Ye! Ed. VAIL 
As a poot Heifer,  wearied in the Chaſe, 
Of ſecking- her lov'd'Steer from place to. place. | 
Through Woods, through Groves, ma Arable, | * 
1 | Nm _(and Waſt, | 
On ſome green River's bank lies R—_ at laſt, ÞJ 1 
There Lows her Moan, deſpairing, and forlorn, 
And, tho' belated, minds not to return : : 
Let  Daphniy” s Caſe be ſuch, and let not me : 
Take any care to give a a Remedy. - 4 
"Bring Da phnis from the Town, Fo magick, Charms, 
Bring bonie lov'd Daphnis fo my longing Arms. -C 
Theſe Garments erſt the faithleſs Traijour left, | T1 
Dear ledges of his Love, of which I'me reft; | T 
B-ocath the Threſhold, theſe Ibury now, A 
| In thee, O Earth; "theſe Pledges Daphnis owe. 
| | Bring Daphnis from the Town, ze MagickCharms, Be 
| ii Bring bome loo d Daphnis to my longing Arms. py = F 
| | 'R Of Meris I theſe Herbs and Poyſoys had, = 
[ j -F rom Pontys brought.: in,P onjus ſig are bred: T 
Wo.» et 25 ” iO 
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With theſe I've ak ſeen Meris Wonders do, : | 
Turn himſelf Wolf, and to the Foreſt go-: 
I've often ſeen him Fields of Corn, dil} place, 


From whence they, grew,and Ghoſts in Church-yards 
(raiſe. 


- Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Da phnis fo my longing Arms. 


| Go, Maid, go, oear the Aſhesout at door, (pour, © 


And then forthwith into the neighb'cing current 


' Over thy Head, and don't look back be fare - 


T1! try, what th:\e on Daphnzs will prevail, 

The Gods he minds not, nor my Charms at all, 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

Behold! the Aſhzs while we lingring ſtay, 

While we negle& to carry them away, 

Have reach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood, 

That Iyes upon't: Heav'nſend it be for goo? ! 

Something I know not what's the matter: Hark ! 

I hear our Lightfoot in the Entry bark, 

C3 Siiall 
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Shall I believe , or is it otly Drearn, 

Which Loversfancies aretoo apt to frame? 
Ceaſe now ye Magick Charms, behold him come! 
Ceaſe needleſs Charms, niy Daphnis 3s at hone ! 


” 


To Madam L. FE. upon ber Recovery 
from a late Sickneſs. 


Ae en 


Midamn, 
YArdon, that withſlow Gladneſs we ſolate 
Your wiſh'd return of Health congratulate - 

Our Joys at firſt fo throng'd to get abroad, 
They hinder'd one another in the crowd 
And now ſuch haſte to tell their Meſſage make, - 
They only ſtammer what they meant to ſpeak. 

Youthe fair Subject which I am to ſing, 
To whoſe kind Hands this humble joy I bring - 
Aid me, I beg, while I this Theme purſue, | 
For I invoke no other Muſe but you. 


Long 
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Long time had: you here brightly ſhone below 
With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow. 
. No envious Cloud ere offerd to invade 


—-4 
e? 


Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade - 

Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 

But that you thoroughout Immortal were. 

ery | Till Heaven (if Heaven could prove fo cruel) ſent 

To interrupt the Growth of your content. 

As if it grudg'd thoſe Gifts you did enjoy, 

And would that Bounty which it gave, deſtroy :/ 
was ſince your Excellence did envy move 

In thoſe high Powers and made them jealous prove, 


They: thought theſe Glories ſhould they (tl hos 
in 


Unſullied, were too much for Woman-kind. 

Which might they write as laſting, as they're Fair, 
Too great for ought, bur: Deities appear : 

But Heaven (it may be) was not yet compleat, 

And lackt you there to fill your empty Seat. 


Ca And 
Ong | 
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And when could not fairly, woo you hevpe, | 


Turn'd, Raviſher, - and ofter, d, Viglence. | 
Sickneſs did, H:1t a formal fiege begip, | 
And by 'ure ſlowneſs tryed your Life to win, 
As if by lingring methods Heayen meant 
Tochaſe you benceand tire you to conſent. 
Bur, thisin vain, Fate did to force reſort. 
And next by Storm ſhove to attack the fort. 
A Sleep, dull as, yqur laſt, did you Arreſt, 
And all thers. Magazines gf life poſleſt 
No more, the Blood: -1ts cicling courſe djd 1 run, 
But i in the. VEjDS, lixe Ificles, it hung. 


 _ 


No mor2.the ; Heart {-now void of quickning 


(heat) 


The tunefn} March of vital jotian beat, 


Stiffneſs did into a!l the Sinews climb, 


And a hart Deatu crept coid through every Lick, 


All $igns of Life from {igat-fo far withdrew, 
'T was row thought Popery to pray for you. 


There 
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There might you(were not that {enſeloſt)haveſeen 
How your true Death would have reſented been - - 
ALethargy, like yours, cach breaſt did ſeize, — 
And all by Sympathy,catcht your Diſeaſe 
Around you. ſ1ient Imagery appears, 
And nonght 1n the SpeGators moves,. but Tears. 
They pay what grief:were to your F aneral due, . : 
And yet dare hope Heaven would: your Life renew. 
Mean while, all means, all drugs preſcribed are, 
Which thedecays of Health, or Strength repair, 
Medicines ſopowerfal they new Souls would fave, 
And Life in long-dead Carcaſles retrieve: 
2g Put thefe 3n vain, they rougher Methods try, 


t And now youre Martyr'd that you may not dics 


ad Scene of Fate! when Tortures were your gain: 


nd twas a, kindneſs. thought to wiſh youwpain! 


$6 Sif the ſlackned ſtring, of Life run down, 
ould on!y by the Rack be ſcrewedin tune; 
But Heav'natlaſt (grown conſciousthatitspow'r | 
Lould ſcarce what was to die with-you reſtore.) 


And 
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And lothto ſee ſach Glories over-come, 

Sent a poſt Angel to repeal your doom ; 

Strait Fate obey'd the Charge which Heaven fent, 
And gave this firftdear Proof, it could Repent : 
Triumphant Charms ! what may not you ſubdue, 


When Fate's your Slave, and thus ſubmits to you! 


Tr now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 
And for another Clew her ſpindle fit - 

Andlife's hid ſpark which did unquencht remain h 
Caught the fled light and brought it back again: 
Thus you reviv'd, andall our Joy with you, 
Reviv'd and found their Refurreftion too - 

Some only griev'd, that what was Deathleſs thought 
They ſaw ſo near to Fatal ruin brought: 

Now crowdsof Bleſſings on that happy hand, 
Whoſe skill could eager Deſtiny withſtand 3 
Whoſe learned Pow'r hasreſcu'd from the Grave, 
That Life which 'twas a Miracle to faves 

That Life which were it thus untimelyloſt, 


= > tW => 


= 


Ye 
In 


Pit 


Had been the faireſt Spoil Deathere could boaſt : 
Ma 


May hehenceforth be God of healing thought, 
By whom ſuch good to you and us wasbrought : 
it, | Altars and ſhrines to him are juſtly due, 


Who ſhew'd himſelf a God by raiſing you: 


ve, But ſay, fair Saint, for you alone canknow, 
ou! | Whither your Soul in thisſhort flight did go ; 
þ Went it to antedate that Happineſs, 


You muſt at laſt (hough late we hope) poſteſs? 
in, Þ Informus leſt we ſhould your Fate belye, 
in: || And call that Death which was but Extafie, 
-The Queen of Love (we're told) oncelet us ſee: 
That Goddefles from wounds could not be free z 
2ught] And you by this unwiſh'd Occaſion ſhow 
That they like Mortal us can Sickneſs know: 
Pitty ! that Heav'n ſhould all its Titles give, 
And yet not let you with them ever live, 
ve, | You'd lack no point that makes a Deity, 
If you couldlike it too Immortal be. 

And fo you ate; half boaſts a DeathieſsState 3 
aſt : | Although your frailer part muſt yield to Fate. — 
By 


By eyery:breach in that fair lodging made, 

Its bJeſi inhabitant is more diſplaid: © 

In that whiteSnow which overſpreads your skin, 
We trace yewhiter Soul which dwells within ; © 
Whichwhile youthrough this ſhining Hue diſpla y 
Looks1ltke a Star placid in the Milky way : 

Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſled are, 

| Whanithey for Raiment cloath'd with Light appear, 
And ſbould you viſit now-the Seats of Bliſs, 
You need not wear another form but this. 

| Never did Sickneſs in ſuch pomp appear, 
As when it thns your Livery did wear, 
Diſeaſe it ſelf look'd amiable here. 

So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun oft gilded be, 
And Shades are taught to ſhincas bright as he; 


Grieve not fair” Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 


(traceſ 


The marring footſteps of a pale Diſeaſe. 
Regret not that your checks their Roſes want, 


Which a few Days ſhall in full ſtore replant, 
| Which 


Pai 


Lin 


All 


pear, 


d be, 


you 


race 4\) 


hich 
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Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty Red, 
Tells that you: own no faults that blufhes:need::''- 


| The Sun whoſe Bounty does each Spring-reſtore Te 


What Winter from the rifled Meadows tore, -iii 2. : 


| Which every Morning with an early ray. | 07 761 


Paints the young Bluſbing Cheeks of inſtant: my ; 
Whoſe skill (inimitable here'below,) 7 762 10s 


Limns thoſe gay Clouds which: form Heaven's 'co- 
| , Claur Fn bow, 


That Sin (ball Goa with Rare repay, : 3 lit 


All theloſt Beauty Sickneſs ſaatgh'd AWAY er etlous I 


| Your Beams Iike his ſhall hourly gow was: "v2 __ 


And every minute their {wife Growth enhance, 
Mean while (that you no helps of healths refuſe) 

Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Muſe - 

Which ſhall not of their Juſt Petition fail,_ 

If ſhe (and ſhe's a Goddeſs) ought prevail. 

\May no profane Diſeaſe henceforth approach, 


— — - - -— 


This ſacred Temple with unhallow'd touch, 
Oc with rude ſacriledge its frame debauch. 


, May 
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May theſe fair Menibers always happy'be 

In-as full Strength and well-ſet Harmony, 

As the new Foundreſs of your ſex could boaſt, 
Ere ſhe by Sin-her firſt Perſecution loſt : 

May Deſtiny, juſt to your Merits, twine, 
All yaur:fmoath Fortunes in a Silken Line. 
And that you may at Heaven late arrive, 

May it to you its largeſt Bottom give. 

May Heaven with till repeated Favours bleſs, 
Till it its Pow'r below its Will confeſs; 

Till wiſhes can no more exalt yourFate, 


Nor Poets fancy you more Fortunate. 


0 
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On the Death of Mirs. | Kacharme 
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H E aid, She FTI Ifaw. hey, mount the Skit, 

And with new Whitenels paint the Galaxy, 
Heav'n her methought with all its Eyes did view, 
And yet acknowledg'd all i its Eyes too few. . 
Methought I-ſaw inicrowds bleſt Spirits meet, - ! . 
And with loud Welcomes her argiyal greet; 


Which could they grieve, had; gone with grief 
( away 


To ſeea Soul more : white more pare than they. 
Earth was unworthy! fach a prize; as this, 

Only a while Heaven let us ſhare the Bliſs - 

In vain her ſay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo, E | 

In vain n we'd, court, when that our Rival " nat 


Thanks 
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Thanks, ye kind Powers! who did fo long diſpenſc 
(Since you ſo wiſh dher) with her abſencethence : 


F 


We -now; relign, toy ou alqne we. grant ; XK WY 
The ſweet, Manapoly, of fich a Saint 3/211 A 

So purea Saint ſarce'dare alt her fo, 

For fear to wrong her with a Name too low : 
Such-a'Seraphick'brightneG'in her ſhin'd; ': 

I hardly can beheveher Woman-kind, i (04 
"Twas fure (6hie noble Being Teftthe mogul ' 
Which deign'## title to ' mmhabit here;-'-s ->? 

And can't befRilito die,” 'buiPBiſappear} 2" JOOUO1325: 0 
Or if he Meth Wi ad! wietfie!to ftiow! d1iw | 
THe greater $kill by being -madebelow 1595 


V7" 
Sure Heav' n  preſery d her by. the fall uncyrit, R 
107 I10e@ $2: 
To tell how. all the Sex were Tow d at eſe: "_- 
2B} VETIOW! 1 ow ris! 
Never did yet lo, much Divinity 5 
IG 902 9161! 25 5ol fovgi7 Slidw © v0 


In ſuch a ſmall Compendium crouded ] Ns 


—_ 
. 
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That many Angels in one Point can 021k 
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More 
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xD{c} More damned Fiends did not in Mary teſt, 
ce : | Than lodg'd of Bleſſed Spirits in her Breaſt 3 
-\) Religion dawn'd fo early in her mind, 
You'd think her Saint whilſt in the Womb enſhrin'd : 
Nay,that bright ray which did her Temples paint, 
| Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 
Scarce had ſhe learnt to liſp Religion's Name, ? 
Eer ſhe by her Example preach'd the ſame, 
And taught her Cradle-like the Pulpit toreclaim. 4 
No Ation did within her PraQtice fall | 
Which for th' Atonement of a Bluſh could call : 
No word of hers &'er greeted any Ear, 
+ | But what a dying Saint confeſt might hear. 
.. | Her Thoughts had ſcarcely ever ſully'd been 
| By the leaſt F oot-ſteps of Original Sin. 
| Her Life did ſtill as much Devotion breath 
=. others do at'their laſt Giaſp in Death. 
| [Hence on her Tomb of her let not be ſaid, 
So long ſhe liv'd 5 but thus, ſa long ſhe pray'd; 


More 
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A Sunday-T bought in Sicknels. 
| Ord, how dreadful is the P roſpe&t 


of Death at the remoteſt Diſtance | 
ow the ſmalleſs Apprebenſion 


of it can pall the moſt gay, airy and brick} 


Spirits ! Even IT, who thought I could 
baxve been merry in ſight of my Coffin, 
and drink a Health with the Sexton in 
my 0 op now tremble at the leaft 
Envoy of the King of T errors. To ſee 
but the (roi 0 Y Glaſs makes = 
turn pale, and fear is like to prevent and 
do the Work of my Diſtemper. All the 
Follity of my Hinmor and Converſation is 
turnd on a ſuldaitt ittto ſhagrin and me- 
lancholy, black as Deſpair , and dark as 
the Grave. My Soul and Body ſeem at 


once 


k_l_l> << IT «a Sg ae 
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once laid ot, and F fancy all the Plam- 
mets of Eternal Night already hanging 
upon my Temples, But whence proceed 
theſe Fears ? Certainly they are not idle 
Dreams, nor the accidental Produtt of 
my Difeaſe, which diſorders the Brains, 
and fills 'em with odd Chimzra's. Why 


 ſhonld my Soul be averſe to its. Enlarge- 
ment ? Why 


ſhould it be content to be 
knit up in two Tards of Skin, when it 
may bave all the World for its Purliew ? 
'Tis not that I'm unwilling to leave my 


Relations and preſent Friends: I'm part- | 


ed from the firſt alrealy, and could be ſe- 
ver d from both the length of the whole || 
Map, and live with my Body as far di- 
ſtant from them as my Soul muſt when | 
I'm dead. Neither 1s it that I'm loth to | 
leave the Delights and Pleaſures of the | 
World:ſome of them I bavetried,and found 


2 empty, || 
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empty, the others covet not, becauſe un- 
known. I'm confident I could deſpiſe 'em 
all by a Greatneſs of Soul, did not the 
Bible oblige me, and Divines tell me, 'tis 
ny Duty. It is not neither that I'm un- 
willing to go hence before I've eftabliſh'd 
a Reputation, and ſomething to make me 
ſurvive my ſelf, TI could bave been con- 
tent to be Still-born, and have no more 
than the Regiſter, or Sexton to tell that 
I've ever been in the Land of the Liv- 
ing. In Fine, 'tis not from a Principle 
-of Cewardiſe which the Schools have cat- 


led Selt-preſervation, the poor Effeft of 


Inſtinff and dull pretence of a Brute as 
well as me. T his Unwillingneſs there- 
fore, an Averſion to undergo the general 
Fate, muſt baug a juſter Original, arid 
| w from a more important Canſe. I'm 
well ſatisfied that this other Berng with- 

| in, 
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in, that moves and attuates my Frame of 
Fleſh and Blood, has a Lite beyond it 
and the Grave; and ſomething in it 
prompts me to believe its immortality. A 
Reſidence it muſt have ſomewhere elſe, 
when it bas left this Carcaſe, and ano- 
ther State to paſs into, unchangeable and 
everlaſting as it ſelf after its Separation. 
This Conditiou muſt be goo or bad ac- 
cording to its Actions and Deſerts in 


this Life; for as it ows its Being to 


ome Infinite Power that created it, I 
well ſuppoſe it his Vaflal, and oblig'd to 
live by bis Law; and as certainly con- 
clude, that according to the keeping or 


breaking of that Law, 'tas to be reward- 


ed or puniſh'd hereafter. T his Diverſs- 
ty of Rewards and Punilhments,makes 
the two Places, Heaven and Hell, ſo of- 


ten mention'd itt Scripture, and talk d of * 


D p, 7 
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Jenfovility* Howoft boaſted of that unhappy 
ſuſpefed Calm, which, like that of the 


7n Pulpits: Of the later my Fears too 
cruelly convince me, and the Anticipa- 


tion sf its Torment, which I already | 


feel in my own Conkle. 
there; wy Hell, and damned Fiends,and a 


T here is, 


never-dying W orm, and that Sceprick 
that doubts of it, may find 'em all within 
my ſingle Breaſt. 7 dore not any longer 
with the Atheiſt disbelieve them,or think 
'em the Clergy's Bugbears, invented a 
Naurſes do frightful Names for their 
Children, to ſcare 'em into (Quietnels 
and Obedience. How oft have I iri- 


umph'a in my unconcern'd, and jear d in- 


dead Sea, prov'd only my Curle, and « 
treacherous Ambuſh to thoſe Got ms, 
which at preſeuc (ond will for deer 4 


aired.) ſrprradh my Ottict and Hopes? 
{ 103 


X UM 
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How oft have I rejeftedthe Advice of that 
Boſom-friend, and drown'd its Alarms 


| in the Noiſe of a turmulruous Debauch, 
or by ſiupifying Wine (like ſome con- 


demn'd Malefaffor) arm'd my ſelf againſt 
the Apprehenſtons of my certain Doam ? 
Now , now the Tyrant awakes, and © 
comes to pay at ance all Arrears of 

Cruelry. At aft, but too late (like 
drowning Mariners)I ſee 1he gay Mon. 
[ters, which inveigled me into my Death 
and Deſtruction. Oh the gnawing Re. 
morſe of a raſh unguarded, unconſ#dering 
Sinner ! Ob bow the Gholts of former 
Crimes affright my haunted Imaginati- 
on,auJ make me ſuffer a thouſand Racks . | 
and Martyrdoms !+1 ſes, methinks, the 
Jaws of Deſtrution gaping wide to 


ſwallow me; and I, (like one ſliding on 


Ice) tho I ſee the Danger, cannot ſtop 
D 4 from 
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from running into it. My Fancy repre- 
ſents to me a whole Legion of. Nevils, 
ready to tear me in pieces, numberleſs as 
my Sins or Fears; and whitber, Alaſs ! 
whither ſhall I fly for Refuge? Where 
ſhall 1 retreat and taks Sanuary ? Shall 
| call the Rocks and Mountains to co- 
wer me, of bid the Earth yawn wide to 
its Center, and take me in? Poor ſhift 
of eſcaping Almighty Juſtice! Diſtra&t- 
ing Frenzy | that would make me believe 
Contradittions, and hope to fly out of the 
Reach of him whoſe Preſence is every 
where, not excluded Hell it ſelf”; for he's 
there in the Effets of bis Vengeance, 
Shall I inuoke ſome Power infiaite as that 
that created me, to reduce me to nathing 
again, and rid me at once of my Being 
and all that tortures it © Ob no, tis in vain, 
L muſt be forc'd into Being, to keep me 
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freſb for Torment, and retain Senſe on- 
ly to, feet Pain. I muſt be a dying to all 
Eternity, and live ever, to live ever 
wretched. Oh that Nature bad plac'd me 
in the Rank of things that bave only a 
bare Exiſtence, or at beſ an Animal 
Life,and never given me 4 Soul and Rea. 
ſon, which now muſt contribute to. my 
Miſery, and make me envy Prutes and 
Vegetables ! Would the Womb that 
bare me had been my Priſon till now, or 
I ftepd out of it into my Grave, and 
ſavd the Expences and Toil of a long 
and tedious Journey, where Life affords 
nothing of Accommodations to ixvite one's 


| Stay. Happy had 1 been if had expird 


with my firſt Breath, and enter d the 
Bill of Mortality as ſoon as the World: 
Happy if I had been drown'd inmy Font, 
gud that W ater which was to regene- 

rate, 


YIIM 
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rate, and give me New Life, bad provd|re / 
mortal in another ſence! I bad then died| 4 
without any Guile of my own but what jh 
T brought anto the World with me, and| gy 
#hat too atton'd for; I mean that which|] | 
T comracied from my firſt Parents, mw 
unhappineſs rather than Fault, inaſmucll jo 
as I was fain to be born of a finingl 
Race: Then I had never enhaunc'd il þ; 
with acquird Guilt, never added thoſd a 
inuumerable Crimes which muſk make or 
up my Indictment at the grand Audit (C 
Cngrateful Wreich ! Vue made my Sini a1 
as numerous as thoſe Bleflings and Mer] F 
cies the Almighty Bounty has con] C 
ferr'd. upon me, to oblige and lead me | b; 
R epentance. How have I abus d an| n; 
miſeniployed thoſe Parts and 1 alenty bi 
which might have render d me ſervice] w 
able to Mankind, and repaid an b ly 


re 


A Sunday-thought in Sickneſs. 43 


0v4Ireſt of Glory to their Donar? How ill 
died] do they turn to account which I bave made 
phatl the Patrons of Nehauchery,and Pimps 
and] md Panders to Vice ? How oft have 
bichl I broke my V ws tamy Great Creator, 
ml which I would be conſcientiaus of frping 
muchl to a folly Woman, a Creature heneat 
ning] my ſelf ? What has all my Religion keen 
"d ill but an empty Parade and ſhew? Eitber 
Wl an uſeful Hypoeriſce taken ap for Intereſi, 
nake or a gay ſpecious Formality worn in 
1dit} Com plailance to Cuſtom andthe Made, 
S11 and as changeable as my Cloths andtherr 
ler] Fathion. How oft have 1 gone to 
corf Church (the place where we are to pay 
'e if him Homage and Duty)as to an Aﬀig- 
and nation or Play,only for Diverſion ; or at 
ent] beſt,os I nſt cer longi for ought 1 kuawy ) 
Nice) with my Soul ſever d from my Body ? 
me How 1 tremble at the Remembrance ! 
rel F0 
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4 


as if T could put the ſham »pon Heaven Jul 


or a God were to be impos'd on like 


$110) 


Fellow-Creature : And dare I, convict” 


ed of theſe High Treaſons againt th 
King of Glory,dare T expet 1 R eprieve 
or Pardon ? Has be Thunder, and are 
not all bis Bolts levell'd at my Head, 
ſferike me through the very Center ? Tes,] 
dare appeal to thee, boundleſs pity and 
compallion! My own Inſtances alread 
tells me, that thy Mercy  infinite;for I've 
done enough to ſhock Long-(ufterance it 
ſelf, and weary ont an Eternal Patience, 
T beſeech thee by thy ſoft and gentle At- 
tributes of Mercy. and Forgiveneſs, by 
the laſt dying Accents of my ſufſering 
Deity, have Pity on a poor, humble, 
proſtrate and confeſſing Dinner - And thou 
great Ranſom of loft Mankind, who of- 
fered'ſt thy ſelf a Sacrifice to attone our 
Guilt, 
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Guile, and redeem our mortgag d Hap- 
neſs, do thou be my Advocate, and 
,;pmterceae for me with the angry Judge. 

the. 


I My Pray 'rs are heard, a glorious Light now ſhone, 
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And (lo!) an Angel-Poſt comes haſt'ning down : 
From Heav'n I ſee him cut the yielding Air 3 

So ſwift, he ſeems at once both there and here; 
So quick, my fight in the purſuit was flow, 

And Thought could ſcarce fo ſoon the Journey go. 
No angry Meſlage in his Look appears, 

His Face no ſigns of threatning Vengeance wears. 


Comly his ſhape, of Heavenly Meen and Air, 


Kinder than Smiles of beauteous Virginsare. 


\t- 

by Such he was ſeen by the bleſt Maid of Old 
ing When heth' Almighty Infant's Birth foretold. 
Me A mighty Volume in one hand is born, 


Whoſe open'd Leaves the other ſecms ta turn; 


Vaſt Annals of my Sins in Scarlet writ, 


Putn).y & 2d, ' 'Ot out, and cancell'd quite. 
Heart 


YIEM 
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Heark how the Heavenly Whifper ſtrikes mine Ex 
Mortal; behold thy Crimes a} pardon'd here! 
Hail $2cied Envoy of th' Eternal King ! 

Welcom as the bleſt Tidings thou dolt bring. 


Welcbm as Heav'n from whence thou cam'it but 
now, | 


Thus low to thy great God and mine I bow, N 
And might I here, O might I ever grow, 
Fix'd an unmov'd and endleſs Monument 


Of Gratitude to my Creator ſcnt. 


TO THE 


MEMORY 


Mr. CHARLES MORWENT. 


A PINDARIQUE.. 
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Ienis utique quo clarins effulſit , citius extinguitur, 
___. | eripit ſe aufertque ex oculis ſubitd perfeFa virtus : quic- 
quid eſt abſoluti facilins transfluit, & optimi nentiquans 
diurnant. Cambden, de Phil. Syd. 
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To the: Memory. of: my Dear,;Friend, 
i. Mr. Charks Morwent: _ 


A PINDiARIQUE. 


- Offendint terris Buhe Pantlem "_ mHeciultrs > 
Efſe ſimint——-—-— _Yug, 
ile 1h: 

BE Friend! cud myunbounded Grief but rate 
With due proportion-thy too cruel Fate; 
Could 1 fome happy Miracle bring; forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes and thy rea ter Worth, 

All-Helicon-fhould ſoon-berhine, 

And pay # Tribute to thy' Shrine. 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould be, 
No longer nine; bat one Melpdrwene 
Each ſhould into a Niobe relent; + 
At once thy Mourner and'thyMohument, 

E Each 
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Each ſhould become 
Like the fam'd Memmor's ſpeaking Tomb, 
To fing thy well-tun'd Praiſe; 
N9t-thould we fear their being dumb, 
Thou Ki h6ul@'ft make *em vocal with thy Rays, 


{IL 


O that I could diltf{. my. yital Juice in Tears ! 
Or waſte away my Soul in ſobbing Airs! 
Were I all Eyes, 
To flow an liquid Elegies : 
"That everyiJ.mb might grieve, 
And dying Sorroyy. fill retrieves. 
_ "My Life ſhould be but onslong mourning day, 
And like moiſt Vapors;melt. in Fears away. 
-- 1d ſoon diflalve jt one, great Sigh, 
And wpwardsfly, ,, |. - 
Glad ſo-to:be exhal'd to Heavin and thee. 
A Sigh which might well-nigh reverſethy death, 


And hopet6 animate thee with new Breath; 


F Pow'rfulþ? _ 
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Pow'rful44shit which Heteeofore Wit give © 
A Soul'to' Welt foftn d'C1Hy cant ritdtiefive. 


: 0299 viamions r JH. - 7 Oh Thv 32d 
_ Adieu, bleſt Saul! whoſeltdſty Flight away 
- 301 Tels Heaveis didintferidifphys '/ 
Sach Happinel toblefsvheoWorld with ſtay, 
- Death krhy Falbbutrey/Sikevfuran ire 
And ſhew'd her-ſhuſtrhoſeiaies dre level at the 


- white, , $5301 b1cea1edY to 5 1 yds 20g10" 


She Gy. thy bloowing, Ripsnkf time proyent 5 
She ſaw,and enviousgrew andiſtraight ber argow ſent, 
$0 Buds appearing;6/eaghe Eraſts,nr6 maſh) 
: Nipf, by. {m5 ypkind Blaſh 451% 
© Wither j in.Renapce, for their forwapd,baſie, 
Thus.havs | ſen aMornſo BIehb \ 13 oi 
So deek' d with all, he. Robes of Lights, 
As if it;{corn'd to-think. of Night, '. 
Which a, rnde. Storm & [2 Noon g16 tiroud, 
And buried all its early Clories | 1n a Cloud, 
E 2 | The 
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The day in funeral-Blackneſs mourn'd, 

And allto Sighs, andall to Tears it turn'd. 
I'V. 

But why do we thy Death untimely deem; 
2:46 1 QOrFateblaſpheme? 

We ſhould thy full ripe Vertues wrong, 
©7411 41.4 1/4 Tothink thee young. 
Fate; when ſhedid thy vigorous' Growthbehold, 

: {Andallthy forward Glories told, 
ſhoes thy tale of Years, and RINDY! thee old. 
* The brick Endowtents of thy Mind | 

” Scorning 7h” Builtobe confin'd, 
Ovit-ran thy Age, and left flow Time behind; 
Which mide thee teach Maturity fo ſoon, 
And at firſt Dawn preſent a full-ſpread Noon. 
So thy Perfettions with thy Soul agree, 
Both knew no Non: -age, knew no Infancy. 
Thus the firſt Pitern of our Race began | 
His Life in middle-age, at's Birth a petfe&t Man. 


x. 
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So well thou afted'ſt in thy Span of Days,” 
As calls at once for Wonder and for Praiſe. 
Thy prudent Condut had fo learnt to meaſure 
The different whiles of Toil and Leaſure, [MA 
Notime did Action want, no Aftion wanted Pleafure. 
1d, Thy buſie Induſtry could Time dilate, 
And ſtretch the Thread of Fate + 
Thy careful Thrift could only boaſt the Power 


” To lengthen Minutes, and extend an Hour, - 
No ſingle Sand could er ſlip by 
; Without its Wonder, ſweet as high - 
And every teeming Moment ſtill brought forth 
ay A thouſand Rarities of Worth. 


While ſome no other Cauſe for Life can give, 

But a dull Habitude to live : 
Thou ſ(corn'dſt ſuch Lazineſs while here beneath, 
And Liv'dſt that time which othersonly Breath, 


V. Sq FE 3 VI, Next 


545 an Tauhe +; Memory: ; 
T- V I. 
Next gpr juſt Wonder, does-commence, 
How ſoſmall Rqom cqujd hold! ſuch Excellence. . 
Nature 725,proud, when. the contzrv'd. thy Frame, 
In theg ſhe labgrig fpr;a Name. | 
_ Heap jtwas the Javh'd all her Store, 
As if ſhe meant hereafter to. be, poor, | 
And, like a Bankrupt, tun o'th' Score. 
Hex.curzqus Hand here drew inSfraightsand joyn'd 
All thePerteQions ledge in Humane kind ; 
Teaching her numerous Gifts'to he 
Crampt-in.a ſhort Epitome. 
So Stars contracted in; a Diamond ſhine, 
And Jewels in 4. narrow Point confine 
The Riches of an:Indiaz Mine. 
Thus ſubtle Artiſts can. 
Draw. Nature's larger felf- within a Span : 


A ſmall Frame holds the Warld, Earth, Heav rand 
all 


Shrunk to the ſcant Dimenſions of a Ball. 


- 


VII. Thoſe 
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Thoſe Parts which never: in one Subject dwell, 
But ſome uncommon Excellence foretel, 

Like Stars did all conſtellate here, - . 

And met together in one Sphere. 
Thy Judgment, Wit and Memory conſpir'd 
To make themſelves and thee admir'd -. 


And could thy growing Height a longer Stay have 
known, 


| Thou had{t all other Glories,and thy ſelf out-done. 


While ſome to Knowledge by Degrees arrive, 
Thro tedious Induſtry improv'd, 

Thine ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rules to thrive 3 
But ſwift as that of Angels mov'd, 

And made us think it was intuitive. 

Thy pregnant Mind ne'er ſtrugg]'d in its Birth, 

But quick,and whileit did conceive, brought forth 3 

Thegentle Throes of thy prolifick Brain 
Were all unſtrain'd, and without Pain, 

ES Thus 


FRTTO©©TED 

i Th: swhen Great Jove theQueen of Wiſdombare 
So ealie aud fo mild his Travels were. 

| V L1H. 7 ; 

Nor were theſe Fruitsin a rowgh Soil beſtown 

As Gemmsarethick'ſt in rugged Quarries ſown. 

Good Nature and good parts fo ſhar'd thy mind, 

A Muſe and Grace were ſo combin'd, 

' Twashard to gueſs which with moſt Luſtre ſhin'd, 
A'Genius did thy whole Comportment a@, 
Whoſe charming Complaiſance did (o attraCt, 

As every Heart attack'd, 
Such a ſoft Air thy well-tun'd Sweetneſ [way'd, 


As told thy Soul of Harmony was made; 


All rude Af. tions that Diſturbers be, 
That mar or diſunite Society, 
Were Forciners to thee. 
Lave-only in their ſtead took up its Reſt ; 
| | Nature made that thy conſtant Gu-1t, 
| | And feem'd to form no other Paition for thy Beaſt 
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his made thy Courteouſneſs to all extend, 
I:d thee to the whole Univerſe a Friend. 


hoſe which were Strangers to thy native Soil and - 
| thee | | 


- 


No Strangers to thy Love could be, 
Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. 

Thy Heart no Ifland was, disjoyn'd 
(Like'thy own Nation) from all human kind; 
But 'twas a Continent to other Countreys fixt - - 
As firm by Love, as they by Earth annext. 
Thou ſcorn'dſt the Map ſhould thy Aﬀedtion guide, 
Like theirs who love by dull Geography, 
Friends but to whom by Soil they are ally'd : 

Thine reacht to all beſide, 
Toevery member of the world's great Family. 
Heav'ns Kindneſs only claimsa Name more eneral, 
Which we the nobler call, | 


Becauſe 'tis common, and vouchſaf'd to all. 


$ | '% Such 
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X, 
Such thy Ambition of obliging was, 


Thou ſeem'dſt corrupted with the very Power to 
pleaſe. . 


Only to let thee gratifie, 
At once did bribe and pay thy Courtefie. 
Thy Kindneſs by Acceptance might be bought. 
It for no other Wages ſought, 
” But would its own be thought. - 
No Suiters went unſatisfy'd away 
But left thee more unſatisfy'd than they. 


Brave Tit#s / thou mightſt here thy true Portraiture 
find, : 


And view thy Rival n a private mind. 
Thou heretofore deſerv'd(t ſuch Praiſe, 
When Acts of Goodneſs did compute thy days, ' 


Meaſur'd not by the Sax's, but thine own Kinde! 
Rays. 


Thou thoughtſteach hour out of Life's Journal loſt 
Which could not ſome freſh Favor boaſt, 


And reckon'dft Bounties thy beſt Clepſydras. 
| 1. - 


[# .* 


* a ray} 
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Some Fools who "_ great Art of giving! want; 


Deflower ther Largeis with tog ſlow. a. Gratz 
Where the deluded Suitor dearly. buys: | [1 1 


What hardly can:defray © {14 
The Expence of Importunities, ap 
; Or the Suſpenſe of torturing Delay. :*:*_ 
Here was, no need of tedious Pray'scsto fue, 
Or thy too backward Kindneſs woo. 
It moved with no formal State, 
Like theirs whoſe Pomp does for intreaty' wait : 
But met the fwift'(t Deſires half way; ' 
And Wiſhes did well-nigh anticipates 
And then as modeſily withdrew, 
Nor for its due Reward of Thanks would ow 
NS - | 
Vet blake this Goodneſs to the ha ppy molt accrue 3 
Somewhat was to. the miſerable due, 
Which they, might juſtly challenge too. 
 Whate'er miſhap did a xnown Heart opprels, 
The 


mi _—_ — — —— —  — — —— 


- EIN CEE NR SSN 


i 
| | 
{ 
4 
| q 
[10 
| 1 | 
! } | 
=_-/ 3h 
* F7 
1 | $7 
| , 
i 
' 
oo | i; 
' 
1:0 | 
| 
' 
+] BE: 
IS |} 
? 
TS | 
[ B*. 
L;. 
| ' 
1 IN 
| [ 
ST | 3 
[1 
;Þ 
. 
[| 
| 
t, 
'2 
fi 
j 
| ' 
: 


. 
p 
0 
| ; 
' 
} 
: 
Y 
[ 
' ' 
\ i 
19 ; 
y 
i] , 
\'FI y 


60 To the Memory 
The fame did thine as wretched make; 
Like yielding Wax thine did th' Impreſſions take, 
And paint its Sadneſs in as lively Dreſs. 
Thou could'ſtaffiiftions from another Breaſt tranſlate, 
And forein Grief impropriate 5 
Ofi-times our Sorrows thine ſo much havegrown, 
They ſcarce were more our own 
We ſcem'd exempt, thou ſuffer'dſi all alone. 
XIIT. | 
Our ſmall Misfortunes ſcarcecould reach thy Ear, 
But made thee give in Alms a Tear 3 
And when our Hearts breath'd their regretin ſighs, 
, As a juſt Tribute to their Miſeries, 
Thine with their mournful Airs did ſymbolize. 
Like throngs of ſighs did for its Fibres crowd, 
And told thy Grief from our each Grief aloud :; 
Such is the ſecret Sympathy 
Wemay betwixt two neighb'ring Lutesdeſcry, 
If either by unskilful hand too rudely bent 
Its ſoft Complaint in penfive murmurs vent, 
As 


Th 
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As if it did that Injury reſent: 
Untoucht the other ſtrait returns the Moan, 
And gives an Eccho to each Groan. 
From its{weet Bowels a ſad Note's convey'd, 
Like thoſe which to condole are made, 
' As if its Bowels too a kind Compaſſion had. 
XIV. HY 
Nor was thy goodneſs bounded with ſo ſmall extent, | 
| Or in ſuch narrow Limits pent. --. 
Let Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtill, 
Who think that Moiſture which they ſpill 
Can yield Relief, _, 
Or ſhrink the Current of anothers Grief, 
Who hope that Breath which they in ſighs convey, 
Should blow Calamities away. 
\- Thinedid a manlier Form expreſs, | 
And ſ{corn'd.to whine at an Unhappineſs;z 
Thou thought'ſt it till the-nobleſt Pity to redreſs. 
So friendly Angels their Relief-beſtow 
On the unfortunate below 
For 


185 ©1911: rhe + Memory Jo 
For whom'thefe purer minds no' Paffion know : 
Such Nature in that generousPlant is found, 
Whoſeevery Breach does with'a Salveabound, 
AndoundsrHElftt cure another's Word; 
FiÞyt6 Ma8kfd it fheds its Juice, 
off with expence'f Mol tb eve theirtle. 
Firſt with kind Tears onr Maladiesbewails, 


Te 


"go ini 0 100109 D9ba after Heals;' 
And makes ales Years tle rerijed) y ——_ 
efi3H5>-et69 I b "19g of $1 HETEC GX: 
\Nor@id{t thou tsthy Foes left generous appear, 
(lf there wergany Aducft rhat Title wear.) 
They conldirot offer Wrohgs Io faſt 
00 Bat what were parton &with like hifte 3 
And by thy i&s'of Amneſty &cfact. 
Had'he whoWilh'@the Art how to forget, 
© Diſcoverd irs new 'Wofth' in thee, 
Hetad a'dodbisValue'on it tet; } Fort 1 
And juſtly ſotn' &th' ignobler Art of alkeaids: 
7 No-Wrongs could thy great Soul to Gricf cxpo 
pi "| "BY 
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'Twas plac't as much out of the reach of thoſe, 
| As of material Blows. 
No Injuries could thee provoke, 
Thy Softneſs always dampt the ſtroke: 
As Flits on Feather-beds are caſieſt broke. - 
Afronts could neer thy cool Complexion heat, 
Or chafe thy temper from its fetled States. 
' Buv-ſtill thou: ſtoodſt unſtiocke by all, 
As if thou hadſt unlearnt the Powezx to hate, 
Or, like the Dove, wert born'without'a Gall. 
7 TMVE. 2? tf? B07 
Vain Stoicks whe difclaim all Human Senfe, 
And own no Paſhions to reſent Offence, | 


May paſs it by with: unconcern'd Negled; :-_- 


And Vertue on thoſe Principlesere, 
Where” tis not'a Perfetion, -but:DefecR.- .. 
Let theſe themſelves'in'a dull Patience pleaſe, 
Whick their own Statues may poſleſs, 
And they themſelves when Carcaſles, 
Thoy only couldſt tothathigh pitch arrive, - 
To 


- 64 + To the Memory. \: 


Tocourt Abuſes, that thou mightſt forgive ; 
Wrongs thus in thy Eſteem ſcem'd Courteſi e, 
. And thou the firſt was cer. oblig'd by Injury... 
XVIL | £16 
Nor may we'think theſe God-like +: 0g 
Could ftand tn need of Votaries, ;: /. 
Whichheretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. © 
* Each Afignation, each. Converſe 
Gain'd thee ſome new Idolaters:: -. 
Thy ſweet Obligingneſs could ſupple Hate,” 
And out of it its Contrary create, 
Its powerful Influence made Quarrels ceaſe, 
And Fewds diflolv'd into a:calmer Peace. 
Envy refign'd her Force, atd 'vanquiſh'd Spite 
Became thy ſpeedy Proſclyrte. 
Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more ; 
. And thoſe which were thy Foes before, 
Now wiſh'd they might adore. 
Ceſar may tell of Nations'took, 
And Troops by Force ſubjefted to his Yoke: 


\\| 
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We read as great a Conqueror in thee, 
Who could(t by milder ways all Hearts ſubdue, 
The nobler Conqueſt of the two 3 
Thus thou whole Legions mad'[t the Captives be 
And like him too couldſtlook, and ſpeak thy Victory. 
XVIII. 
Hence may we Calculate the Tenderneſs 
Thou did(ſt Expreſs 
To all, whom thou did(t with thy Friendſhip bleſs: 
To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore | 
To the young Offfpring of their Womb, 
Or that of Lovers to what they Adore, 


hs Ere Duty it become : 
| We ſhould too mean Ideas frame, 
Of that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injureit by a degrading Name : 
Conceive the tender Care. 
Of guardian Angels to their Charge affi gn'd, 
 Octthink how dear 
To Heaven Expiring Martyrs are 5 


F | Theſe 


\\ 
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Theſe are the Emblems of thy mind, 
The only Types to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 


XIX. 


On whom ſoe're thou didſt confer this Tye 
'Twas laſting as Eternity, 
And firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny, 


Embraces would faint ſhadows of your Union 
(ſhow, 


Unleſs you could together grow. 

That Union which is from Alliance bred, 
Does not ſo faſtly wed, 

Tho' it with Blood be cemented : 
That Link wherewith the Soul and Body's joyn'd, 
Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind 

Only fo cloſe can bind. | 
That holy Fire which Romans to their Veſta paid, 
Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made, 
Thy noble Flames moſt fitly parallel 3 
| Forthine were juſt ſo pure, and juſt ſo durable. 
Thoſe feigned Pairs of Faithfulnefs which claim 
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So high a place in ancient Fame, 
Had they thy better Patern ſeen, 
They'd made their Friendſhip more divine 
And ſtrove to mend their Charafters by thine. 
> | RY 
Yet had this F riendſ{hip no advantage been, 
Unleſs 'twere exercis'd within 5 
What did thy Love to other Objects tie, 
The ſame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 
And reconcil'd thy ſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its H: rmony increaſlt. 
Thy mind did with ſuch regular Calmneſs move, 
As held reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
Reaſon there fix'd its peaceful Throne, 
Ard reign'd alone. 
The Will its eafie Neck to Bondage gave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave, 
The Paſſions rais'd no Civil Wars, 
Nor diſcompos'd thee with inteſtine Jars - 
F 2 All 
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All did obey, 
And paid Allegiance to its rightful Sway, 
All threw their reſty Tempers by, 

And gentler Figures drew, 
Gentle as Nature in its Infancy, $1 
As when themſelves in their firſt Beings grew. 
XXI. , 
Thy Soul within ſuch ſilent Pomp did keep, Ac 
Azif Humanity were lull'd aſleep. 


. So gentle was thy Pilgrimagebeneath, [ 
Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make leſs Noiſe, 43 
Or the ſoft Journey which a Planet gaes. F 
Life ſeem'd all calm as its laſt Breath. 
A (till Tranquillity fo huſhe thy Breaſt, 7 
As if ome Halcyon were its Gueſt, 
And there had built her Neſt; 
[t hardly now enjoys a greater Reſt. p 


As that ſmooth Sea which wears the Name of Peace, 
Still with one even Face appears, 


And feels no Tides to change it from its place, M 
"4 | 
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No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: 
As that unſpotted Sky, 

Where Nile does want of Rain ſupply, 
Is free from Clouds, from Storms is ever free. 
So thy unvary'd mind was always one, 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill ſhone, 
As caus'd thy little World to ſeem all temp'rate Zone. 

XXII. 

Let Fools their high Extraction boaſt, 
And Greatneſs, which no Travel, but their Mothers, 


loiſe, 
cdlt. 
Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 
Which theirs oy Will and Teſtament became; 
At beſt but meer Inheritance, 
As oft the Spoils as Gift of Chance. 
_ Let ſome ill- plac't Repute on Scutcheons rear 
Peacel As fading as the Colors which thoſe bear; 
And prize a painted F eld, 
Which Wealth as ſoon as Fame can yield. 
w Thou ſcorn'dſt at ſuch lowrates to purchaſe worth, 
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Nor could(t thou owe it only to thy Birth. 
Thy ſclf-born Greatneſs was above the Power 
Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflower. 


Thy Soul, which like the Sun, Heaven molded 
bright, | | | 


Diſdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light. 
Thus from himfelf th' Eternal Being grew, 
And from no other Cauſe his Grandeur drew. 
XX11.. | 
Howe'er if true Nobility 
Rather in Souls than in the Blood does lie - 
If from thy better part we Meaſures take, 


And that the Standard of our Value make, 


Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry 


To blazon thee. 
Thy Soul was big enough to pity Kings, 
And lookt on Empires as poor humble things. 


Great as his boundleſs mind, 


Who thought himſelf in one wide Globe confin'd, | 


And for another pin'd. 


cw 


Great 
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Great as that Spirit whoſe large Powers row! 
Thro' thevaſt Fabrick of wag Bowl, 
And tell the World as well as Man canboaſt aSoul, 
XXIV. 
- Yet could not this an Haughtineſs beget, 
Or thee above the common Level ſet. 
Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 
(Asthings moſt lofty ſmaller ſtill appear) J... 
With thee did no Alliance bear. 
Low Meritsoft are by too high Eſteem be!y'd, 
Whoſe owners leſſen while they raife their Price 3 
-Thine were abpve the' very Guilt of Pride, 
Above all others, and thy own Hyperbole 
In thee the wid'ſt Extreams were joyn'd. 
The loftieſt, and the lowlieſt Mind, 
Thus thoſomepart of Heav'ns vaſt Round 
Appear but low, and ſeem to touch the Ground, 
Yet "tis well known almoſt to bonnd the Spaeres, 


"T15 truly held to be above the Stars. 


F 4 While 
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 XRV. 
While thy brave Mind preſerv'd this noble Frame, , 


Thou ſtood(t at once ſecure C 

From all the Flattery and Obloquy of Fame, b 

Itsrough and gentler Breath were both ta thee the A 
ſame: | 

Nor this could thee exalt, nor that depreſs thee | W 

lower; bo J 

But thou fromthy great Soul on both look*dſt 
Gown 


Without the ſmall concernment ofa ſmile or frown. 
Heav*n leſsdreadsthatit ſhould fir'd be Fi 
By the weak flitting Spa rks that uowardsfly, Cc 
Leſs the bright Goddeſs of the Night 
Fears thefe loud howlings that revile her Light | Saf 


Than thou . malignant Tongues thy Worth | Fo 
ſhould blaſt, 


Which was too great for Envy's Cloud toovercaſt. | 
'Twasthy brave Mcthod todeſpiſe Contempt, 
And make what was the Fault the Puniſhment. Or 


What more Aſlaults could weak DetraCtion raiſe, "ps 
When 


he 


ce 


at 
th 
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When thou could(t Saint diſgrace, 
And turn Reproach to Praiſe. 


Flow which would obſcure the Sun, oft ouilded 


be, 

And Shades are taught to ſhine as bright as he. 
So Diamonds, when envious:Night 

Would ſhroud their Splendor, look moft bright, 

nd from its Darkneſs ſeem to borrow Light. 


XXVI. 
Had Heaven compos'd-thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame - 
Conld Vertue beenbut Proofagainſt Death's Arms, | 
Thad(t ſtood unvanquiſht by theſe Harms, - 
Safe in a Circle made by thy own Charms. | 
Fond Pleaſure, whoſe ſoft Magick oft beguiles 
Raw unexperienc'd Souls, 
And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 
Could ne'er enſhare thee with her Wiles, 
Or make thee Captive to her ſoothing Smiles. 
In vain that Pimp of Vice aſlay'd to pleaſe, 


In 


74. To the Memory 
In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace. 
Thy Prudence ſtill that Syrer paſt 
Without being pinion'd to the Maſt : 
A'l its Aitempts were ineffeCtual found; 
Heaven fenc'd thy heart withitsown Mound, 


And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground. 


# 


XXVII. 
The mad Capricio's of the doating Age 
Could ne'er in the ſame Frenzy thee engage 5 
But mov'd thee rather with a generous Rage. 
Gallants, who their high Breeding prize, 
Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent isto court a faſhionable Sin, 
And ad ſome fine Tranſprefſion with a janty Meen, 
May by ſuch Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Let thoſe gay Fops who deem 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 
Grow ſcandalous to pet Eſteem 3 


And by Difgrace ſtrive to be eminent. 


Her 
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| Here thou diſdainſt the:common Road, 
Nor. wouldſt by ought be wood 
To wear the vain Iniquitieso'ch' Mode, 
Vice with thy Pradtice did fo diſagree, 
znd,} Thouſfcarcecouldlt bear it in thy Theory. 
iden] Thou didſt ſuch Igngrance'boveKnowledgeprize, 
And here to be unskill'd, 1s.to be wiſe. 
Such the firſt F ounders of our Blood, 
'While yet untempted, ſtood 
Contented only to kriow Good. 
WE 
ze, . Vertue alone did guide thy Actions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life-didſt ſteer: - 
| | No fly: decoy: would ſerve, | 
cen, To make thee from its rigid DifQtates ſwerve, 
n. | Thy Love ne'er thought her worſe 
Becauſe thou hadf(t ſo few Competitors. 
Thou couldft adore her when ador'd by none 


Content to be her Votary alone: 


Hen | When 
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When *twas proſcrib'd the unkind World _ 


And to blind Cells, and Grotto's hurld, 
When thought the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain,” 
Fit for grave Anchorets to entertain, _ 
A thinChimera,” whom dull Pais i, 
To gull deluded Mortals with an empty Name, 


XXIX.” 


Thou own "dſt no Crimes. that ſhun'd the 
Light, 


Whoſe Horror might thy Blood affriptit, 
And force it to its known Retreat. 

While the pale Checks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate ; 
Thy Faults might alf be on thy Forchead wore 

And the whole World thy Confeſlor. 
Conſcience within till kept Aſſize, 
To puniſh and deter Impietics : 
That inbred Judg, ſuch ſtrict Inſpection bore, 
So travers'd all thy Adions ore 5 
Th';Eternal Judge could fcarce do more - 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe little Eſcapades of Vice, 

Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt 
I'th* Crowd of following Sins forgot and loſt, 
Could ne're its Sentence or Arraignment miſs - 
Thou didſt prevent the young deſires of ill, 

And them in their firſt Motions kill: 
The very thoughts in others unconfin'd 

And lawleſs as the Wind, 
Thou couldſt to Rule and Order bind. 


They durſt not any ſtamp, but that of Vertue 
bear, 


And free from ſtain as thy moſt publick Aions-. 
were. 


Let wild Debauches hug their darling Vice- - 
And court no other Paradiſe, 
Till want of Power 
Bids 'em diſcard the ſtale Amour, 
And when diſabled ſtrength ſhall force 
A ſhort Divorce, 
Miſca'l : hat weak forbearance Abſtinence, 


Whic' wiſe Vorality and better Sence 
Stiles 


78 To the Memory. 
Stiles but at beſt a ſneaking Impotence. 
Thine far a Nobler Pitch did fly 
'Twas all free choice, nought of Neceſlity; 
Thou didft that puny Soul diſdain 
Whoſe half ſtrain Vertue only can reſtrain; 
Nor wouldft that empty Being own 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone, 
But truly thoughlſt it always Vertues Skeleton. 
XXX. 
Nor didſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 
Who Vertue, only for its Dowry love, 
Unbrib'd thou didſt her ſterling ſelf cſpouſe - 
Nor would(t a better Miſtreſs chooſe. 
Thou could(t Affection to her bare [42 pay 
The firſt that &'er careſs'd her the Platonick way. 
To ſee her in her own Attractions dreſt' 
Did all thy Love arreſt, 
Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy Breſt. 
Thy generous L oyalty 


Would ne'er-a Mercenary be, 
| But 


Bu 


Fo! 


an fea} a yY 
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But choſe toſerve her ſtil] without a Livery. 
Yet waſt thou not of Recompenſe debarr'd, 
But counted(t Honeſty its own Reward ; 
Thou didſ{t not wiſha greater BliG t' accrue, 
For to be good to thee was to be happy too, 
That ſecret Triumph of thy mind, 
Which always thou in doing well didſt find, 
Were-Heaven enough, were there no other Heaven 
deſign'd. 
XXKXl. 


What Vertues few poſle(s but by Retail _, 

| In groſs could thee their Owner call ; 

They all did in thy fingle Circle fall. 

Thou waſt a living Syſtezz where were wrote 

All thoſe high Morals which in Books are fought. 
Thy Practice did more Vertucs ſhare 

Than heretofore the learned Porch e'er knew, 

Or in the Stagyrites ſcant Ethics grew : 

Devout thou waſlt as holy Hermits are, 


Whic! ſhare their time 'twixt Extaſie and Prayer. 
Modeſt 
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Modeſt as Infant Roſes in their bloom, 
Which in a Bluſh their Lives conſume, 
So Chaſt, the Dead are only more, 
Who lie divorc'd from Objeds, and from Power 
So pure, that if bleſt' Saints could be 
Taught Innocence, they'd gladly learn of thee. 
Thy Vertues height in Heaven alone could groy 
Nor to ought elſe would for Acceſſion owe: / 
It only now's more perfect than it was below. 
' XXXII. 
Hence, tho' at once thy Soul liv'd here and ther 
Yet Heaven alone its Thoughts did ſhare; 
It own'd no home, but in the active Sphere. 
Its Motionsalways did to that bright Center row], 
And ſeem'd t'inform thee only on Parole. 
Look how the Needle doesto its dear Northincline, 
vert not fixt *twould to that Region climb; 
Or mark what hidden force 
Bids the Flame upwards take its courle, 
And makes it with that Swiftneſs riſe, 
Suck 
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Asif *twere wing'd by th' Air thro' which it flics, 


Such a ſtrong Vertne did thy Inclinations bend, 
And made 'em. ſtill to the bleſt Manſions tend. 
1 -* That mighty Slave whom the proud Victor's Rage 


Shut Pris'ner in a golden Cage, 
Condemn' to glorious Vaſlalage, 
Ne'er long'd for dear Enlargement more, 
Nor his gay Bondage with, le(s Patience bore, 
:Than this great Spirit broqktits tedious Stay, 
While fetter'd here in brittle Clay, 
And wiſh'd to diſengage and fly away. . 
It-vext and chaf'd, and ſtill defir'd te be 
Releas'd to the ſweet Freedom of Eternity. 
XXXIII. 
Nor were its Wiſh:s Jong unheard, 
Fate ſoon at its deſire appear'd, 
And (trait for an Aſluult prepar'd. 
A (uddain and a ſwift Diſeaſe 
Firſt on thy Heart Life's chieteſt Fort docs (cize, 
And then on all the Suburb-vitals preys: 
G Next 


34 To the Memory 


Next it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 
And ſcatters Poyſon thro' its purple Flood. 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops it ſends, 
And Pain, which like a Rack the Nerves extends. 

Anguiſh through every Member flies, 
And all thoſe inward Gemonies 
Whereby frail Fleſh in Torture dies. 
All the ſtaid Glories of thy Face, 
Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly Gn 
Are now impair'd, 


Andquite by the rude hand of Sickneſs mar'd. An 
Thy Body where due Symmetry 
In juſt proportions once did lie, \ 
Now hardly could be known, C 
Tts very Figure out of Faſhion grown; A 
And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, S 
And Life once more ad journ, : 


'Twould ſtand amaz'd to ſee its alter'd Frame, 


Anddoubt (almoſt) whether its own Carcaſs were t 
ſame. 


XXXlty 


of Mr. Charles Morwent. » = 


XXXIV. 
And here thy Sickneſs does new matter raiſe 
, Both for thy Vertue and our Praile ; 
CY "Twas bere thy Picture look'd moſt neat, 
When deep'(t in Shades 'twas ſet. 


Thy Vertues only thus could fairer be 

Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 

Thy Soul which haſten'd now to. be enlarg'd, 

rac And of its groſſer Load diſcharg'd, 

Began to aQ above its wonted rate, 

3, | AndgaveaPrzlude of its next unbody'd State. 
So dying Tapers near their Fall, 

When their own Luſtre lights their Funeral, 

Contratt their Strength into one brighter Fire, - 

And in that Blaze triumphantly expire. 

So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 

Tho' he guild Heav'a with a glorious Riſe, 


Reſerves his choiceſt Beams to grace his Setz 


And then he looks moſt great, 
And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 
Q 2 XXXVI. 


86 To the Memory 
XXXVI. 


| Thou ſharpeſt painsdidſt with that Courage bear, 
And fill thy Looks ſo unconcern'd didſt wear : 
Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee; 
For they were ſick in Effigie. 
Like fome well-faſhion'd Arch thy Patience ood 
And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. 
Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint 
Would make another faint 5 
Thou could'ſt endure in true Reality, | 
And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſee. 
Thoſe Indians who their Kings by Torture choſe, 
Subjc&ing all the Royal Ifſue to that Teſt 
| Could ne'er thy Sway refuſe, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers beſt. 
Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
Thou'dſt claim'd their Choice alone: 
They with a Crown had paid thy Fortitude, 
And turn'd thy Death-bed to a Throne 
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 _ XXXVII 
All thoſe Heroick Pieties, 
Whoſe Zeal to Truth made them its Sacrifice : 
Thoſe nobler Scevela's, whoſe holy Rage 
Did their whole ſelves in cruel Flames engage, 
Who didamidit their Force unmov'd appear, 
As if thoſe Fires but lambent were 
Or they had found their Empyrenn there. 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 
They'dſcen their Fates out-adted by a natural Death, 
And each of them to thee reſi ign his Wreath. 
In ſpite of Weakneſs and harſh Deſtiny, 
Toreliſh Torment, and enjoy a Miſery: 
So to careſs a Doom, 
As make its Sufferings Delights become : 
So to triumph o'er Scnſe and thy Diſeaſe, 
Asamongſt Pains torevel inſoft Eaſe : 
Theſe wonders did thy Vertues worth enhance, 


And Sickneſs to dry Martyrdom advance, 


; 
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XXXVIII. 
Yet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make't withold the Dart. 
Only ſhe paus'd a while with Wonder ſtrook, 
A while ſhe doubted if that Deſtiny was thine, 
And turned o'er again the dreadful Book, 
| And hop'd ſhe had miſtook ;- 
And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line. 
But dire Neceflity | 
Soon cry 'd 'twas thee, 


And bad ker give the fatal Blow. 


Strait ſhe obeys,and ſtraitthe vital Powers grow 


Too weak to grapple with a ſtro2ger Foe, 
And now the fceble Strife forgo. 
Life's ſap'd Foundation every Moment ſinks, 


And every Breath to leſſer compaſs ſhrinks; 


Laſt panting Gaſps grow weaker cach Rebound, 


Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound: 
And doubtful Twilight hovers o'er the Light, 
Ready to uſher in Eternal Night. 


XX XI. 


of Mr. Charles Morwent. 89 | 


XXXIX. 
Yet here thy Courage taught thee to out-brave 
All the ſlight Horrors of the Grave - 

Pale Death's Arreſt 

Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaſt; 
Nor could it in the dreadfulſt Figure dreft. 
| That ugly Skeleton may guilty Spirits daunt, 
When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 


Arm'd with bold Innocence thou couldſt that Morme 
dare, | 


And on the bare-fae'd King of Terrors ſtare, 
As free from all EffeAs as from the Cauſe of Fear. 
Thy Soul ſo willing from thy Body went, 
As if both parted by Conſent. 
No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, 
Oaly a Sigh, a Groan, and fo away. 
Death ſeem'd to glide with Pleaſure in, 
Asifin this Senſe too't had loſt her Sting. 
Like ſome well-ated Comedy Life ſwifily paſt, 


And ended juſt ſoſtill and ſweet at laſt. 
G 4 Thou 
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Thou, likeits Actors, ſeem'dſtinborrow'd Habit here 


- ( beneath, 


And couldit, as eaſily | 
As they do that, put off Mortality. 


by 


Thou breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common 
Breath, 


As unconcern'd as they are in a feigned Death. 
RL. 
Go happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 
' Joyful to ſhine wit thy bright Company - 
. Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 
And make It brighter by another Star : 
Yet ſtop not there, till thou advance yet ner, 
Till thou art ſwallow 'd quite 
Zn the vaſt unexhauſted Ocean of Delight- 
Delight which there alone in its true Eſſence is, * 
Where Saints kezp an eternal Carnival of Bliſs: 
Wherethe Regalio's of refined Joy, 
- Which fill, but never cloy. 
Where Pleaſuresever grow 1ng,ever new, 


Immortal as thy {ct, and boundleſs too. _ 
There 
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| There may'it thou learned by Compendium 
grow 3 
| For which in vain below 
We ſo much time,and ſo much pains beſtow. 
| There may {t thouall Llea's ſee, 
: All wonders which in Knowledge be 
[a that fair beatifick mirror of the Deity. 
| 4%, 
Mean while thy Body mourns in its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. | 
Tho' dead, it yet retains ſomeuntoucht Grace, 


Wherein we may thy Soul's fair Foot-ſteps trace; 


hich noDiſeaſecan frighten from its wonted place: 
E'en its Deformities do thee become, 
And only ſerve to conſecrate thy Doom. 
hoſe marksbf Death which did its Surface ſtain 
Now hallow, not profane. 
| Each Spot does toaRubyturn; 
What foifdbut now, would nowadorn. 


hoſe Aſterisks plac'd in the Margin of thy Skin 
Point 
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- Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within: 
Thy leſſer, like the greater World appears 
All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. 
So Indian Luxury when it would be trim, 
| Hangs Pearls on every Limb. 
Thus amongſt ancient Pidts Nobility 
In Blemiſhes did lie; 
Each by his Spots more honourable grew, 
And from their Store a greater Value drew: 


Their Kings were known by th' Royal Srajns the 
bore, 


And in their Skins their Ermin wore. 
L XII. 


Thy Blood where Death triumph'd in greate 
State, 


Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of Tyrant-Fate, 
And all thy Body o'er | 
Its ruling Colours bore: 
That which infe&ted with the noxious III 
But lately help'd to kill, 
Whole Cicculation fatal grew. 
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And thro' each part a ſwifter Ruin threw. 
Now conſcious, its own Murther wouldarraign, 
And throngstoſally outat every Vein. 
Each Dropa redder than its native Dye puts on, 
As if inits own Bluſhes*'twould its Guilt atone, 
A ſacred Rubric does thy Carcaſs paint, 
And Death it every Member writes thee Saint. 
So Phebw cloaths his dying Rayseach Night, 
And bluſheshe can live no longer togive Light. 
LXIIT. 
Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have 
Like theicown Carcaſles a Grave, 
Let them with vain Expence adorn 
Some coſtly Urn, 
Which ſhortly, like themſelves, to Duſt ſhall turn. 
Here lacks no Carian Sepulchie, 
Which Ruin ſhall e'er long in itsown Tombinterr. 
No fond /Eeyptian Fabric built ſo high 
As if 'twould climb the Sky, 


And thence rcach Immortality. 
Thy 


29 To the Memory | 
Thy Vertues ſhall embalm thy Name, _ 
And make it laſting as the Breath of Fame. b 
When frailer Braſs To 
Shall moulder by a quick Decreaſe ; 

When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 

Andto the Jaws of Time become a Pxey. 
Thy Praiſe ſhall live, when Graves ſhall buried lie, 
Till Time it lf ſhall die, 
And yield its triple Empire to Eternity. 
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To the Memory of that worthy Gentle- | 
man, Mr. Harman Atwood. vf 


PINDARIQUE. 


ET. 


No, I'll no more repine at Deſtiny, 
Now we poor common Mortals are content todie. 
When thee, bleſt Saint, we cold and breathleſsſe, 
Thee,who if ought that's great and brave, 
Ought that is excellent might ſave, 
Hadlſt juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
And cancell'd the black irreverſible Decree. 

Thou didſtalone ſuch Worth, ſuch Goodneſs ſhare 
As well deſerv'd to be immortal here; | 
Deſerve a Life aslaſting as the Fame thou art to wear. - 
At leaſt, why went thy Soul without its Mate ? 2 
why 1 
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Why did they not together undivided go? 

| So went (we're told) the fam'd Iluſtrious Two, 
(Nor could they greater Merits ſhew, 

- Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs that, | 

And this the beſt of Prophets was) 

Heav'n did alive the bleſſed Pair tranſlate ; 

Alive they launch'd into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 

And never paſt Death's Straights and narrow Seas ; 

Ne'er enter'd the dark gloomy Thorowfare of Fate. 


II, 


Long time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 
And felt a general tho' unjuſt Diſdain, 
An upright Lawyer ContradiQtion ſeem'd, 
And was at leaſt a Prodigy eſteem'd. 
If one perhaps did in an Age appear, 
He was recorded like ſome Blazing Star ; 


And Statues were erected to the wondrous Man, 
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As heretofore to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 
To thee the numerous Calling all its thanks ”w 
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To thee who couldlt alone its loſt Repute retrieve. 
Thou:the vaſt wide extremes didſt reconcile, 
The firſt, almoſt, e'er taught it was not tobeguile. 
To each thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, 
Ev'n Juſticemight her ſelf corre her Scales by thee. 
And none did now regret, 
Her once bewail'd Retreat, 
Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy. 
Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in mind, 
And Chronicle the beſt of all the kind: 
The beſt &er ſince the man that gave 
*#5P Our ſuffering God a Grave; 
(That God who living no Abode could find, 
Tho' he the World had made, and was to fave) 
Embalming him, he did embalm his Memory, 
And make it from Corruption free : 


Thoſe Odors kindly lent perfum'd the Breath of 
Fame, 


And. fixt a laſting Fragrancy upon his Name; 
And rais'd it with his Saviour to an Immortality. 
III. Hence 
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Hence the ſtale muſty Paradox of equal Souls, 

| That ancient vulgar Error of the Schools, 

 Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and thinking Fool . *E 
F 


Here might the ey find their feeble Arguments o'er- & 
thrown 


Here might the grave Diſputers find 
' Themſelves all baffl'd by a ſingle Mind, 


And ſee one vaſt] y.larger than their own, 


Tho' all of theirs were mixt in one. C 
A Soul as great as cer vouchſfaf 'd-to be wy« He r 
Inhabiter in low Mortality A 

As eerth' Almighty Artiſt labour'd to infuſe, 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chuſe As 
| With his own Image ſtampt it fair, | Te 
Ard bid it ever the Divine Impreſtion wear Ot 
And ſo it did, fo pure, ſo well, Nor | 


| We hardly could believe him of the Race that fel]: 
'So ſpotleſs (ill, and (till fo good, W: 
As 


, 
cT- 


fell: 


A 
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As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. 
Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born ; 
It never did reproach its Birth, 
By valuing ought of baſe or meaner worth, 


But look'd onearthly Grandeur with Contempt and 
SCOTIN. 


I V, 


Like his All-great Creatpr, who 
Can only by diffuſing greater grow : - 
He made his chiefeſt Glory to communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Attribute to imitate, 
So kind, ſo generous, and fo free, 
As if he only liv'd in Courtcſie, 
To be unhappy did his Pity claim, 
Only to want it did deſerve the ſame: 


Norlack'd thereother Rhetorick than Innocence and 
Miſery. 


| His unconfin'd unhoarded Store 


— 


Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the poor 
H And 
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And whatſoc'er in pious ACts went out 
He did in his own Inventory put: 
For well the wiſe and prudent Banker knew 
His Gracious Sovereign above would all repay, 
Andall th* expences of his Chaiity defray; 
- Andſo hedid, both Principal andIntereſt too, 


And he by holy Prodigality more wealthy grew. 
Such, and ſo univerſal is the Influence 


Which the kind bounteous Sun does here diſpenſc: 


With an unwearicd indefatigable Race, 
He travels round the World each day, 
And vilits all Mankind, and every place, 
And ſcatters Light and Bleſſings all the way. 
Tho he each hour new Beams expend, 
Yet does he not like waiting Tapers ſpend. 
[Tho' he ten thouſand years disburſe in Light, 


The boundleſs Stock can never be cxhauſted quite. 


V. Nd 


It 


C 


nlc: 


ite, 
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V. 


Nor was his Bounty ſtinted or deſign'd, 
As thcirs who only partially are kind 
Or pive where they Return expect to find # 
But like his Sou!, its fair Original ; 
"Twas all in all, 
And all in every part, 
Silent as his Devotion, open as his Heart. 
Brib'd with the Pleaſure to oblige and gratifie, 
As Air and Sunſhine he diſpos'd his Kindneſs free, 
Yet ſcorn'd Requitals, and worſe hated F lattery, 
And all ob{eputous Pomp of vain formality. 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow 
Its Favors on our undeferving Race below z 
Confcr'd on all its loyal Votariesz 
Confer'd alike on its rebellious Enemies, 
To it alone our All we owe, 
All that we are and are to be, 
Each Art and Science to its Liberality, 
H' 2 Ard 
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And thisſametnifling jiogling thing call'd Poetry. 
| Yetthe great Donor doesno coſtly Gratitude require, 
No Charge of Sacrifice defire 5 
Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombs to raiſe, 
As heretofore, 
To make his Altars float with reeking Gore. 
A ſmall Return the mighty Debt and Duty pays, 


Ev'nthe cheap humble Off ring of worthleſs Thanks 


and Praiſe. % 


Y L 


But how, bleſt Saint, (ball I thy numerous Vertues 
ſumm, 


If one or two take up this room? 
To what vaſt Bulk muſt the full Audit come? 
As that bold Hand that drew the faireſt Deity, 


Il th 


And 
Ar 


Whic 
gre 
| Fre 
Th 


Had many naked Beauties by, 


And took from eacha ſeveral Grace,and Air,and Line, S tt 


And all in one Epitome did joyn 
To paint his bright Inimortal in a Form Divine - 
So 


And : 
nd f 
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a So muſt I do to frame thy Charadter. 

re, [111 think whatever Men can good and lovely call," } | 
And then abridge it all, 

And crowd, and mix the various [dga's there 3 

And yet at laſt of a juſt Praiſe deſpair. 


* Whatever ancient Worthies boaſt, 

« Which made themſelves and Poets their Deſcribers 
. great, 

nks 


From whence old Zeal did Gods and Shrines creates 
"Thou hadi(t thy (elf alone engroſt, 
And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did meet: 
nd future Apes, when they eminent Vertues ſee, 
(If any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Vertue own, 
Without the Fear of being far out-done) 
Shall count 'em all but Legacy, | 
| , Which fromtheStrengthof thy Example flow, 
ine 


nes 


nd thy fair Copy in a leſs corre& Edition ſhow, 


2 
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VII, 


Religion over all did a juſt Condud claim, , 
No falſe Religion which from Cuſtom came, 
Which toitsFont and Country only ow'd its Name ! 
No Iſſue of devout and zealous Ignorance, 
Or the more dull Effeftof Chance 
But *twas a firm well-grounded Piety,, 
That knew all that it did believe, and why; 
And for the gloxious Cauſe duiſt die, 
And durſt out-ſuffer ancient Marty rology. 
So knit and interwoven, with its being ſo, 


Moſt thoughtitdid not from his oy but his Na: 
ture flow. 


- Exalted far above the vain {mall Aztacks of Wit, 

Aad all that vile gay lewd Buffoonscan brin 
Who try by little Raillerjes to ruin it, 

And j jeer 'tintoan unreguarded poor defercelel, sthin 


The Men of Scnce who in Confederacy join, 


Or; 


Wh 
L 
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To damn Religion had they view'd but thine, 
They'd have confeſtit pure, confeſt it all divine, 
And free from all Pretences of Impoſture or Deſign. 


Pow'rful enough to counter-aft lewd Poets and the 
Stage, 
And Profelyte as faſt as they debauch the Age; 
So good, it might alone a guilty condemn'd World 

reprieve, | 
Should a deſtroying Angel ſtand 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
Ready the bidden Stroke to give; 


Or a new Delugethreaten this and every Land. 


, vis 


Religion once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 
Which all the Epithets of Gentleneſs did claim, 


Late prov'd the Source of FaGtion and inteſtine 
Jars: 
Like the Fair teeming Hebrew, ſhe 


Did travel with a wrangling Progeny, 
H 4 | And 
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And harbor'din her Bowels Fewds and Civil Wars. 


Surly, uncomplaifant,and rough the grew, 

And ot a ſoft and eaſie Miſtreſs turn'd-a Shrew. 

YVaſhon and Anger went for marks of Grace, 
And looks deform'd and ſiillen ſandtifyed a Face. 


i5vu firſt its meek and FOE Temper did(t 
YE itore, 


#1r{; ſhew'dſt how men were pious heretofore - 


: zaul-leſs Dove, which otherwhere could find no 
Oe ſt, p 


Early retreated to its Ark, thy Breaſt, 
And ſtraight the ſwelling Waves degreaſt 
And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſſions ceaſt, 


Like Winds and Storms where ſome fair Halcyon 
builds her Neſt. 


 Nooverheating Zealdid thee inſpire, 
But *twas a kindly gentle Fire, 
To warm, but not devour, 
14 only did refine, and make more pure: 


-QÞ.ch is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt A- 
ode | 


The 


Ar 
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x; The Reſidence and Palace of our God. 
And ſuch was that bright unconſuming F lane, l 


IO7 


So mild, ſo harmleſs and ſo tame, 
Which heretofore ith' Buſh to Moſes came - 
At firſt the Viſion did the wondring Prophet 


ſcare, 


But when the voice had check'd his needleſ 


Fear 


He bow'd and worlhipp 'd and confelt the Deity was 
D: 1. there. 


IX. 


Hail Saint Triumphant ! hail Heav'ns happy Guelt. 
Hail new Inhabitant amongſt the bleſt ! 


{ 
ethinks I ſee kind Spirits 1n convoy meet. 
And with loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet. 


Who, could they grieve, would go with Grief a- 


way 


To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they : 


By them thou'rt led on high 


To 


ee eng 
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To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity. 


Where circulating Pleaſures., miake , an endleſs 
Round 


To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no Bound, 
Perfect unnixt Delights without Alloy, 

And whatſoc'er does earthly Bliſs annoy, 
Which oft does in Frujtion Pall and oft'ner Cloy :| 
Where being is no longer Life but Extaſie, 
But one long Tranſporr of unutterable Joy. 
A Joy abovethe boldeſt Flightsof daringverſe, 
And all a Muſe unglorifyed can fancy or rehearſe: 
There haypy Tavu 


From Troubles ati che buſtling toil of Buſt- 
neſs free, 


From noiſe and tracas of tumultuous Life be- 
low, 


Enjoy ſt the ſtill and calm Vacation of Eternity, 


$ 
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Certain Ugly Old Pp. 
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Deformem & tetrum ante omnia Valtum, 
Diſſimilemque ſui, deſormem pro cute pellem, 
Pendenteſque genas, ac tales aſpice rugas, 
Dales, umbriferos nbi pandit Tabraca ſaltus, 
In vetull ſcalpit jam mater ſimia bucch, ec. 
Juv. Sat. 10' 


m—_—_—_— 


Aſſiſt ye naſty Powers 
To deſcribe him thorowout, 
Fl] dip my Pen-in Turd, 
And write upon a ſhitten Clout, 


Tartaret. de modo Cacandi. p. 9. 
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O wonder if I am at a Loſs to 
deſcribe him, whom Nature 
was as much pux$led to make. 

Tis here as in Painting, where the 

moſt miſhapen Figures are the preateſt 

Proots of Skill. To draw a Therlites 

or ZElop well, requires the Pencil of 

Vandike or Titian, more than the beſt 

Features and Lineaments. ' All the 

T houghts 1 can frame of bim are asrude 

and indigeſied as himſelf: The very 1- 

dxa and Conception of him are enough 

to cramp Grammar, to difturb Sence, and 
confound Syntax. He's a Soleciſm in 

| the great Conſtruction, therefore the beſt . 
Deteription of hin x Nonſence, and 

x the 


IL2 CharaGer, 


the fitteſt Character to write it in, that| C, 
Pot-hook-hand the Devil us d it Ox-1M 
tord in Queens Colledge-Library. Hel bas 
were Topick enough for convincing an| car 
Arheiſt that. the World was made by[tu 
"Chance. T be. firſt Matter had more of|leſc 
Form and Order, the Chaos more of| out 
Symmetry. and Proportion. 1 conld| not 
call bim Nature's By-blow, Micarri-[Ar 
age and Abortive,or ſay, he is her F'm-[wa. 
bryo ſlinkd before Maturity ; but that for 
is ſtale and. flat, and I maſt fly a higher|W1 
Pitch to reach his Deformity. He is tha! 
the uglieſt ſhe ever took Pains to make ſo am 
and Age to make worſe. All the Mon-phe 
ſters of Africa he kennell'd in bis ſragle| He' 
Skin. He's one of the Groteiques of of ' 
the Univerſe, whom the grand Artill] daw 
drew only ( as Painters do uncouth ughtthe | 
Shapes) to fill up the empty Spaces and ban, 


Antony 
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Cantons of this great Frame. He's 
Man anagrammatiz'd : A Mandrake 
bas more of Humane Shape: His Face 
carries Libel and Lampoon it. Na. 
ture at its Compoſition wrote Bur- 
leſque, and. ſhew'd him how far ſhe could 
out-do Art tn Grimace. {1 wonder 'tis 


not bird by the Play-houfes to draw 


ri-| Antick Vizards by, Without doubt be 
-|was made to be laugh'd at, and deſognd 
a| for the Scaramuchio of Mankind. 


When I ſee him, I can no more forbear 
than at fight of 2 Lany or Nokes; but 
am like to run the Riſque of the Philoſo- 


pher,/ooking on an Aſs mumbling Thiſtles. 


He's more ill-frvourd than the Picture 


s off of Winter drawn by a Fellow that 
til daybs Sign-Polts, more howring than 


upl 
and 
One 


the laſt day of January. I have ſeen a 


bandſomer Mortal carv/d in Monumen- 
tal 


Doctor (I'm told) once preſcribd him 


. tient fourteen Stools. 'T is pity be 2s not 


' he had been employed to that wſe-: 
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tal Gingerbread, and woven in Hang: 
ings at Mortlock. If you have ever 
viewd that wooden Gentleman rhat 


peeps ont of a Country Barber's Window, 
you may fancy ſome Reſemblance of him 


His damiid ſqueeging Cloſe-ſtool.Face 
Can be lihen'd to nothing better than the 


Buttocks of an old wrinkled Baboon, 


ſtraining "upon an Hillock. The wer) th, 
Sight of him in a morning would wor th; 
with one beyond Jalap and Rhubarb. 4| * ® 


zo one of his Pariſhioners for a Purge: 


he wrought the Effe&, and gave the Pa- 


drawn at the City Charges, and huny 


up in ſome publick Forica as aRemedy ha 


againſt Coltivenels. 
Indeed by bis Hue you might thank 


woull 


C 


Alc 


ally 


bad 
On(f it 


| CharaQer. thay 5 
o- would take him for the Pifture of Scog- . 


el - £1n or T arleton on a Privy-houte Door, 
\atl hich by long ſtanding there has contraCt- 
| ed the Color of the neighbouring Excre« 
ments. Reading lately how Garagantua 
cel came into the World at his Mother's 
thei Ear, it put an untucky thought into my 
n| Head concerning him: I preſently fancied 
er that be was voided, not brought forth ; 
or that his Dam was deliver d of him on 
A * other fede, beſhit him coming out, and 
jim be has ever ſmce retaind the Stains. 
re) His filcby Countenance looks like an old 
>1.| Chimney-picce in a decnyd Inn, ſul- 
notl fied with Smoak, and the ſprinkling of 
ung] Ale-pots. 'Tis dirtier than an ancient 
.dy| thumb'd R ecord,greaſzer than aChand- 
_ "Iher's Shop-book, You'd imagine Snails 
\inl| Þad craw!'d the Hay upon it. The Cale 
Onl of it is perfet ans and bas hi 
'eent 


ould 
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been miſtaken for it: A Scrivener was 
hike to cheapen it for making Indentures 
| - and Deeds: Beſides 'tis as wrinkled as 
| &@ walking Buskin : It has more Fur- 
rows then all Cotlwold. Tou may re- 
ſemble it to a Gammon of Bacon with 
the Swerd off T believe the Devil tra- 
vels over it in his Sleep with Hob-nails 
im his Shoes: By the Maggot-caten 
Sur-face, youd ſwear he had been dug 


out of bis Grave agen with all bi 


Worms about him to bait Ecl-hooks. 
But enough of it in General, I think it 
time to deſcend to Particulars ; I wiſh 


I could divide bis Face, as he does bs 


Text, 1. e. tear it aſunder : Ts fit 1 


begin with the moſt remarkable part of it.| 
His Mouth (ſaving your preſence Chri-| 


ſtian Readers) * ke the Devils Arle 
of Peak, and zs juſt as large, By the 


Scent 


\ Scent you'd take it for the Hole of a Pri- 


#.| . cod, Were be a Milliner, he might 
| meaſure Ribbon by it without the belp \\.. 
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vy: He may be winded by a good Noſe | 
at twelve-ſcore; I durſt have ventur'd at || 
firſt being in Company that he dieted on || 
Aſla-foetida. Hzs very Diſcourle ſtinks || 
in a Literal Sence; 'tis | breaking- | 
Wind, and you'd think be talk'd at the | 
other End. Laft New-years-day be +, | 
tainted a Loin of Veal with ſaying |! 
Grace: Al} the Gueſts were fain to || 
aſe the Fanatical Poſture in their own ||| 
Defence, and fland with their Caps 0+ | 
ver their E.yes like Maletacors going to ||| 
be turnd offs T hat too that renders it || 
the more unſupportable is that it can't be || | 
ftoppd: The Breach ts too big ever to be || 


of his Y ard or Counter. Ir reaches ſo | 
far backwards, thoſe, that have ſeen him | 
I th | 


2 with 
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with his Peruke off, ſay it may be diſcer- 
ned behind, When be gapes, 'twould 


firetch the Dutcheſs of Cl - to 


ſtraddle over : I had almoſt ſaid, "tis as 


wide as from Dover to Calice. | Could 
be (hut it, the Wrinkles round about 
would repreſent the Form of the Sea- 


|. mens Compals, and ſhould he bliſter, 


twere a pretty Emblem of thoſe ſwelling 
Mouths, at the Corners of Maps puf- 


| fing out Storms. When he Smoaks, 1 
l''\ am always thinking of Mongibel and its 


Eruptions. His Head hoks exatly like 
a Device on a Kitchin Chimney ; His 


||| Mouth the Vent and his Nole the 


Fane. And now I talk of his Snout, 
I dare not mention the E.Jephants for fear 


||: of peaking too little : I'd make bold with 
| the old Wir, and compare it to the 


Gnomon of a Dial ; but that he has 


aot 
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not Teeth enough to ſtand for the twelve 
Hours. 'T ſo long, that when he rides | 
a Journey, be makes uſe of it to open || 
Gates. He's fain to ſnite it with both || 
Hands. It cannot be wipd under as ||| 
much as the Royal Breech. A Man {| 
of ordinary Bulk might find Shelter un- | 
der its Eves, were it not for the Drop- ||| 
pings. One proteſted to me inR aillery ||| 
that when he looks againſt the Sun, it || 
ſhadows his whole Body, as ſome ſtory | 
of the Sciopodes Feet, Another Hy- 
perbolical Raſcal would make me be- 
lieve that the Arches of it are as large || 
as any two of London-PÞridge, or the | | 
great Rialto at Venice. Not long ago | | 
T1 met a one-legd I arpawlin that bad 
been begging. at his Door, but could get |' 
nothing : 1 he witty Whoreſon (I re- | 
member ) ſwore that his Bow-ſprit  * 
| 3 was | 
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was as long as that of the R oyal Sove- 
reign. 1 confeſs, ſtood he in my way : 1 
durſt not venture round by his Foreſide, for 
| fear of going balf a mile about. 'Tis 
|| perfectly doubling the Cape : He has 
this Priviledge for being unmannerly that 
# will not ſuffer him to put off bis Hat: 
And therefore ( tis ſaid  ) at home be - 
bas a Cord faſtend to it, and draws it 
off with a Pully, aud ſo receives the 
| Addreflesof thoſe that wiſzt him. T his 
|| I'm wery confident, he has not heard 
|! binſelf ſneexe theſe ſeven Years : And 
| bat leads me to bis Tools of Hearing : 
' His Ears reſemble theſe of a Countrey 
| Juſtices Black Jack, and are of the ſame 


|} matter, hue, and fize : He's as well 


| bung as any Hound in the Countrey ; 
|| but by their Bulk and growing upward, 
||. be deſerves to be rankd with @ graver 


of 
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of Beaſts : His ſongle ſelf might have | 


ſhown with $meck, and all the Glub 
Divines. You may pare enough from 
the ſides of his Head to have furniſht a \| 
whole Regiment of Round.Heads : | 
Fe wears more there then all the Pillo- | 
ries = England ever have done. Man- 
devile tells us of a People ſomewhere, 
that uſe their Ears for Cuſhions : He 
has reduced the Legend to Probability : |; 
AServant of his. ( that could not conceal | 
the Midas ) told me lately in private, that 


going to Bed be binds them on bis 


Grown, and they ſerve him inſtead of | 
(Quilc Night-caps. The next obſerva- | 
ble that falls under my Gonfideration 7s 
his Þack: Nor need I go far out of my 
way to meet it, for it peeps over his .. 
Shoulders : He was built with a But- 
trels to ſupport the weight of bis Noſe; | 

I 4 and 
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ani help ballance it. Nature hung on 
him a Knaplack, and made him repre- 
{| ſent both Tinker and Budget too. He 
i looks like the Viſable Tye of Aneas bol- 
ftring up bis Father, or like a Beggar- 
Woman, endorſt with ber whole Lit- 
ter, and with Child behind. Tou may 
take him for Anti-Chriſtopher with the 
Devil at his Back. I believe the At- 
tas im Wadham-Garden at Oxtord 


I'22 


||| begot in a Cupping-Glaſs : His Mo- 
| | ther oy for Pumpions, or went to 
| ſee Jome Camel ſhown while ſhe was 
||| concetving him. One would think a 

|| Mole bas. crept into his Carcale be- 
[it fore tis layd in the Church-Yard, and 
 Rooted in it, or that all Earthquake 
| bad diſorder 1d the Svr vmmetry of the Vit- 


crocoim, HR one Mountaur and put 


+ x 


was caru'd by him. Certainly he was 
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up another. And now I ſhould deſcend 


lower, if I durſt venture : But I'll not 
defile my Pen: My Ink is too cleanly for 
2 farther Deſcription. I muſt beg my 
Reader's Diſtance : - as if I were going 
to Ontruſs. Should T mention what is 
beneath, the very Jakes would ſuffer by 
the Compariſon, and "twere enough to 
bring a Bog-houſe in Diſgrace. Indeed 


be ought to have been drawn, like the 


12004 People on the Parliament-Houte, 


only from the Shoulders upwards. To 
me *tts a greater Prodigy then - himſelf, 
how his youl has ſo long endured fo na- 
ly a Lodging. Were there ſuch a 
bing as a Metempſychoſis, how gladly 
ould it exchange its Carcale for that 
f the worſt and vileſt Brute: I'm ſuf- 
ciently perſwaded againſ} the whim of 
rxexiltence ; for any thing that had 

| the 
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the Pretenſe of Reaſon would neveſhe, 
bave entered ſuch a Durance of Choice þ; ( 
Doubtleſs it muft have been guilty off jr 
ſome unheard of Sin, for which Heaſjy 
ven dooms it Penance #n the preſentſfqy 
Body, and ordains it its firſt Hell here| y | 
And tis diſputable which may prove thi} 
worſt, for t bas ſuffered half an EternityſK 
already. Men can hardly tell which offg ac 
the two will out-live the other. By 
his Face youd gueſs him one of the Pa-hf { 
triarchs, and that he livd before thelyh; 
Flood : His Head lboks as if t had[He: 
worn out three or four Bodies, and|Ch- 
were Legacied to him by his Great-[yg, 
Grand-father. His Age wx out ofyy; 
Knowledg, I believe he was born be-| A 


fore Regiſters were invented. He ſhouldls;, 


bave been a Ghoſt in Queen Mary's, | 
Days. I wonder Holingshead does not ry. 


ſpeak 


Chara&er. 


weſheak of bin, Every Limb about him 
e & Chronicle : Par and John of the 

FT imes were ſhort;Livers to him. T hey 
eaſy, he can remember when Pauls was 
entfounded, and London-Bridge built. | I 
eretuy ſelf have beard him tell all the Stories 
thy York and Lancaſter »pon his own 
ty|Knowledge. His very Cane and Spe- 
' ojſacles are enough to ſetup an Antiqua- 
By y. The firſt was the Walking-ſtaff 
Pa-bf Lanfranc Arch-biſhop of Canterbury 
thelwhich is to be ſeen by bis Arms #pon the 
bad[Head of it : The tother belongd1to the 
and Chaplam of William the Conqueror ; 
at-lwas of Norman make, and travelld o- 

ver with him. Tis ſtrange the late 
be-| Author of M. Fickle forgotto make his 
walSir Arthur Oldlove ſwear by them, 
"the Oath had been of as good Antiqui- 
n0\ry os St. Auſtin's Night-Cap, or 
EAK 
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Mahomet's Threſhold. 1 have ofte " 
wonder'd be never ſet up for a Conyu Py 
rer : His very Look would bring bing, . 
?n Vogue, draw Cuſtom, and und i 
Lilly and Gadbury. You'd take hin [ 
for the Ghoſt of Old Haly or Albumaj,, 
zar, or the Spirit Frier n the Fortung j 
Book, his Head for the inchanted bra, 
Fen one of Frier Bacon. * 'T would poſf.- 
2 good Phyliognomilt to give Names F 
the Lines an his Face. Poe obſerUd ah, 
the Figures and Diagrams in Agrippy... | 
and Ptolomy's Centiloquies there upokgy - 
fri view. And rother day a Linguiſ, oe 
' of my Acquaintance ſhew'd me all thr. 
Arabick Alphabet betwixt bis Broy,, 1 
and Chin, Some have admired how hi ves 
came to be admitted into Orders, ſance hp, | 
very Face 7s again. ff the Canon: I gueſ 
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phets of Old, to be withered, Tooth- 
fs and detorm'd. He can pretend to 
"JUÞe an Eliſha only by his Baldneſs. T he 
Pi)eyils Oracles heretofore were utterd 
"om ſuch a Mouth. Twas then the 
Di andidates for the  ripus were fainzo 
"Þlead W rinkles and Grey Hairs;a Splay 
AMouth, and a goggle Eye were the | 
bra cheapeſt Simony, and the ugly and 4 
Po rippled were the only men of Preter- l 
eSlnent. And this leads me to conſeder 
4 Pim a little in the Pulpit. And there 
PPitis hard to diſtinguiſh whether that or bis 
kin be the coarſer W ainſcoat : He re- 
"Preſents .a Crackt Weather-Glaſs in 2 

" rame. Tond take him by his Looks 
2 nd Poſture for Muggleton doing 

| ;Pennance and paulied with rotten Eggs. 
 "JHad bis Hearers the trick. of Writing 
»Fhort-Hand, I ſhould fancy bim an Ot- 
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tender vpon 4 Scaffold, and them Penask 
ning bis Confeſſion. Not a fluxt Dd 1 
bauch zz a {weating Tub makes worfPal 
Faces. He makes Do&rine as FoNC a 
do their Water in the Stone or StranſPig 
gury. Balaams Aſs was a better Dime! 
vine, and bad a better Delivery. THOc 
Thorn at Glaſtenbury had more Senqtbe: 
and Religion, and would make moNa 
Converts. He ſpeaks not, but gruntSho 
kike one of the Gadaren Hogs after thRe 
Devils enter d. When I came firſt aſt 
bis Church and ſaw him perch'd on highþe s 
againſt a Pillar, ; took bim by his giften 

ing for ſome Juggler going to ſwalloſſinto 
BE aud fl On Glalits” Xa I waSho 
ſoon convinc'd that other Feats were uot 
be playd, and on a fudden loft all ms a 
Yences 77 Noife, A Drunken Hunt] - 
man. reeling in while be was at Prayaſs (C 
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Pelaskd if be were giving his Pariſhoners 
Dds Hollow : He has preached half his 
yorPariſh deaf: His Din 7s beyond the 
"oC atadupi of Nile : All his Patrons 
ranPigeons, are frighted from their Apart- 
Diment, and he's generally believed the 
ThOccafion. He may be heard farther 
endthen Sir Samuel Moorlands Flagelet. | 
moyNay one dannd mad Rogue ſwore: | 
unt(Should be take a Text concerning the _ 
- thReſurre&tion, he might ſerve for the 
Aft Trampet. And yet in one Refpe&# 
bighe s fitted for the FunQtion. His Coun- 
gdſtenance, if not Docrine can ſcare men 
;odinto Repentance, wy an Apparition : 
wilShould he walk after be's dead, hewould 
re juot be more dreadful, then now while be 
ms alive. j- 
int} A Maid meeting him in the Dark 
yap Church-Yard , was frighted into 
15h Pha-. 
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Phanaticiſm. | Another is in Bedlan F 
apon the ſame Occaſion : I dare not ap] 
proach him without an Exorciſm. 1 
the Name, ec. 7s the fitteſt Salutati 
on - Some 'bave thought the Parlonags 
Houſe haunted ſince he divelt there. | 
York-ſhire '( "tis. reported) they. mak 
aſe of bis Name inſtead of Raw-Hea | 
and Bloody-bones. to fright Children] 
He is more terrible then thoſe Pharitomg 
Country Folks tell of by the Fire ſide, and] 
F-: pretend to bgve ſeen , with Leathemi 
wings, Cloven-feet, and Dawcer-eyes 
If be go to Hell Cas 'tis almoſt an arti. 
cle.of my. Creed, be will ) the Devils 
will quake for all their warm Dwelling, 
and: crowd up into a Nook for fear 0 
bim. WEE W; 
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